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1*6 the RlGjHT HoitOUltABiE 

The Earl of Chesterfield. 

My hordy 

I Did nbt dare, fb coldly was thih Play 
received by the Town^ to afk Leavc^ 
in the ufual FormSj to dedicate it to your 
Lord£bip. Its Fate was early determin-^ 
cdj and ill fuch a Manner, that I very lit- 
tle flatter myfelf, it can be worthy of your 

Lordfliip^s Patronage, or may prefume to 
boaft it was once honoured with your Ap* 
probation*. But as I may, probably, never 
have another Opportunity, certainly not in 
this Kind of writings of publicly profeffing 
my Refpedt, my Efteem, I had almoft faid^ 
my AfFcdtion for your Lojdfliip, may I not 
be forgiven, if I thus dedicate, not the Play, 
but its Author ; not his Poetry, but his 
Underftanding and his Heart ?. 

With Sentiments fach as thefe, I <!are 
ftfliire your Lordfliip, you (hall not be in« 
fttlted with the ufual, too civil. Language of 
Dedications. Yet I confefs, I would gladly 
recover the Name of Dedications to its an^i* 
tient Dignity, befgre th^ were proftituted^ 
moft afo&rdly prpftituted, by the Authol 
of the PharfaUa^ wherj "lie .dedicated to # 
Tyrant a Poem in Defencif of Liberty, t 




D E D I C A T I ON. 

confefs, I mean to praife ; for honeft Praife 
b ndt only one of the wartncft InckenMins 
to Virtue, but its moft honourable Reward. 
Great Minds will receive it with theh- iia- 
tiiral Grtatnefs, and^ only little 'Spirits hale 
a:n Afleiaation' of refufing it- The Tafk, i 
own, ^ih hot without DifHculty, but whm 
the Origind is marked with ftrong and 
plea^ng Lines of Life, a meaner Hand may 
prefer vc the Lifccnefs. The integriify xif 
his Colouring, if I may be atiotved the;£x.t 
prd3ion,'is of more Goitfeqiience, than die 
Glow < and Ricbne& '^f it. . Dedkatianf 
would then be like Hdures in Mimatcrrci 
ptrhich the future Hiftorian might ^^raw 
(Alt into larger Proportion, Grace, afitd I>ig4 
nity; •-','• 

./Li:T roe then have the Honour of in* 
ioitxAikg yO|ir Lordihip^s H*^ri^ that:aki 
tnough your Youth perhaps was fpcniv tai 
fildtig-Pleafutes, not ilUfuited to ^hat^^ay- 
erSea^oh ^of Life (n^ue tu x^hbreasvfpen^ 
)>iier) y^t -it was not loll aitiorig its foopfire^ 
I|tkihg bUTipations. Ancient and tMd^n 
Li^guages, A^ith -an aefcurate and id:i4ticill 
l^owWdge 6f thSe Engllfh Toi^oei its Ifet- 
Ifiofty,' Gopioitfnefs; and- VaEriety of l&xpmf^ 
fion^ are not to4>e aeg[uirad without %iudh 
Application. • ^^Nfet* •^ could- the greaicft -nam^ 
t^ - ral 



P E B I CAT i o N. 

ral Abilities, not even your own, my Lord|^ 
h^ve appeared in the raoft important De- 
bates of the Hoiifq of Lor^i?, with fuch 
fuperior Strength of Reafoniqg, with Elo* 
qucnco(inthe tjrue Charad3|;er of Eloquence) 
at Qpce, pleafihg and. powcrfyl, ha4 they 
hot been improved l)y all Advantages of 
Education* > ." 

, To fuch Abilities were intrufted the Ho* 
novir and Iqterefl: of , the Nation, in l^mbaiSes 

ab^oa(^j^^nd,thcr, moft, important Employ r 
mehts at Hpnxe^. Hpw. happily for Ireland . 
isras the Poff^iTor of them feht thither as 
Lord tfieutenant in iljat. dangerous' CrifiSi 
tfee late Rebdlidn 7 One Part df.the N>- 
tiori, the natural Eneniies of^ his M^efty's* 
Government, were to be awed by Power/ 
tempered with Lenity j' the other were to 
be rcftrained in their Zeal of Loyalty, which 
thoagh fometimes (hewn, perhaps, with 
too much Warptbf^iiaihh e*€r\^tken their 
Glory and their Boaft. How happily the 
Goodi^e^ of y.9Uf Lor(ij(l^ip*f ; fleart was 
mixed with the Wifdom of your Councils* 
the Qratitude. of .the whole People will for 
ever acknowledge. Long may you enjoy 
their Wifhes, their Prayers for your Hap- 
pinefs. Long may you enjoy the Con- 
fcioufnefs of your own Integrity, that nobly 

a^2. rcfufed 



DEDICATION. 

refiifed a Vote of Credit, and an Offer of 
raifing a Body of Forces, which you wifely 
ibrefaw would be an ufelefs Expence to the 
Kingdom. What muft be the Firmnefs, 
and Generofity of that Spirit, which is ^pt 
to be feduced by Gold, intimidated by Dan- 
ger, or corrupted by Views of enlarging its 
Power ! 

ordfhip now feems determin(;d 
(and furely the gallant Veteran deferves his 
Difmiffion) to retire from all public BuiSnefs* 
Permit, my Lord, this honeft Dedication, 
for well you know that Flattery would 
not defire it, to attend you to your Retreat, 
and with it be pleafed to accept the iincereil 
Refpe&of 



% LORD, 

Tmr Lord/hip's moft obliged 
end moft obedient Servant^ 



PHILIP FRANCIS. 



THE 

P R O L O G U E. 

0'£jR a fo/i Tali Pf well imagin* dittoes 
The willing Tear with feeble Tranfportjhws p 
But when the Mufe in her ewn Griifs appears^ 
Thejioried Sorrows of a thot^and Tears % 
A.nMtr Trihute^ than our Tears wefufy^ 
Vur PaJJ!ons bear her^ and our Hearts oiey; 

Such Seems to-night — Oh f for a M^e tf^^^v 
Great Shakefpear^ thine ^ our Author to in/^ro% 
Then force Ambition^ Guilt j Dejpairj and Rage^ 
JndfraHticJealoufy fiouldjhake the Stage i 
Tyrants and Slaves her equal Wrath Jhouldfind^ 
Her Furies hawU tbem^ wid revenge Mankind^ 

But where* s the modem Spirit canfuftain 
The fFoight of Greecit 9r draw jhe Roman Sonet 
Their Hiroisfeem of fomijuperior Statey 
Great in their Virtues^ in their Vices great ; 
Hero wHd AuAition Earth and Heaven defies ^ 
And thtre-^-^Oh ! glorious Fate ! the Patriot greatb 
dies. 

Tit if with modeft Hope^ our Author aim 
At your Applaufo'^for your Applaufe is Fame^ 
Let him^ to-night^ your wonted Candour find^ 
Oh ! be the Critters Eye a little blinds 
And if to You^ ye Fair^ he pours his Hearty 
To your Diftrejfes gives his tender eft Art^ 
To Beauty^ Virtue^ and to Tou befues^ 
As you inJ^r^d'^Oh ! patronize his Mufe. 



\ 




EPILOGUE. 

Spoken by 

WELL! you exp4£i—fo fays th Ta/ie in Vog^^ 
To thefefad Scenes a laughing Epilogue ! i ■ 
But Tm untaught in every comic Grace^ 
Wifs holder ACrth^ or Humour^ s various Fa^e.\ . 
NorJbaU I dare^ with your kv'd^ minac^ Art^ . 
Take off the Cit-^the Bequ^theBtood'^the, Smart. 1^ 
ShaU I the dear Cojuefs fiueet Trifiingtry f 

Fijh — ds I KveT^e quietT^et me die-r-' 
Theny melt a Lpok'^delici$i^ e^la^ning 
7he douhle-^no^ good f^Hh f the Jingle Meaning. - - .- 
As for our Blaf-^methink{y this tragic fUt - 

ATtghtfurnyh\primHiJihas^foi(jou know what- 
To leave an En^refa^ tbcf fkfvon^m chq^e^ 
With a young Lf^>9r^tmf^ Vkur^ ^Udfirs^ 
In our frail Times ^ thh, dangerous Me a Ute^^ 
In the firji A£l^had madet^e Playcompk^. ; 

Andthen the, f^^drrlh wkpfi^hfffpyLmh^ \. ,. 
Are kiefs' dv^k rare Dijiretion^r^m your Wives i .. 
ff^en TrifleS'^light as Air-^Jhall turn your H^dsy 
Ah ! Jhun that jsasigbty Trick^ffeparafe Bf4^jk . .: i 
Bejides the midnigl^i^^reconfitingfiiUing^ 
Ah! thinkj hofpf^arwasCoUiTA^TlVlB to kilfitig. : 
But hufhour Bard — ^ ' 
If Jhouldhe hear us btugl^g^ wont hifay^ c 
Tour flippant Afirt^^-^good Me^^M'-r^naydi^i^j^ Plof* 
Then for my Sake — hut rminfiich(!i Fright^r* . v 

Well-^nigive out the Ph^^or MonddtyWght.. 

# # 
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A New 

E P I L O G U E. 

Written bj^ a,flBf fcMi of DiSTIiKC.Kipif. 

■ . ' ' , « 

Mifs Bellamy's Illnefs prevented her Ipcaking it. 

'••-• .--_,..;v. -1- 

TjV all this Scene j^Wreafon^ Swords 4md D^atb 
•*• My Fright has almoft tden away my Breath ; 
And yet our Bard injtftsy that I muftjay 
Something for him^ and fimething for his Play. 
Moji: of the Fair-ones fure mujl be contentid^ 
Andwufi 4^pr9Vi th^ Part Fve reprefenUiy 
Who think thefiCh0hrfims n^SMi^Jo-Mfi^ 
The duteous Daughter^ and the tender Wife^ 



J 




Tho"* I confefsy there ire of our fweet SeXy 
WboyfornCd to pleafe^ transform themf elves to vex \ 

ttil>iiiiigeniiyLSSe^:J^OijR4^ C ' C 

Whofe chief eji Blifs is placed in ContradiSfion ; 
Who think Obed^nce to then^lder WM i 
Of a kind Parm^^Sl^^bbildhoodJIilL '^ 




^ rf 






ToJi4ch''aMe\^wll^SiiMs ^B<ifGmiprM^ 
Paternal 'tcndnifs^ oi'^o^fkiikl^Mi I ,t ' / - " ^ . * 
Q9ir ^jftlior'/reefy,^^lg^sX:^^ r :;i.?. iri:^ ' ;; 
^pdJ^^bo/egfnerom;^^^^ ,.,.^ 

By them he will be try^ ', if they acquit^ 

JJk^sfafefif they conaemny Tje initj^fubmit. 



^ ^ 



Drarmtisf 
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Constantino 


♦Mr. Bfiny^ 


• 1 


Maximiak 


Mr. Sparis^ 




AUR£LIA« 


Mr. AmViSr 




Albinus 


Mr. iErW. 




Marcellust 


Mr. SttviHs^ 





FuLViA Mifs Bellamj^ 

CoRNKLiA Mrs. Barri$ighH^ 

Cffic&s^ Liff^Sf Giusrdsj &c. 

SCENE Constant^ne's Palace in Conr 

ftantinople. 

Advertifement 

IT is almoft ridiculous, after the ill Suc<* 
ce& of this Play upon Ae Stage, to tell 
the Reader, I took Part of the Fable, and 
the Tranflidon, if I reSMraber rightly, of 
ONE only Line, from a French Tragedy^ 
called Maximiak. But all €onceaL 
inents of this Kind ate difingenuous. 




CONStANTINE. 



ACT I. is C E N E I. 

Xke EMPEROR'i palace. 

AuRELiAN and MARCfLLUs meeting. 



■" ."' ■" , Aureliah: 

SPEAK; have I Leave to fee her? 
MarCellus. 
V ; !Yes; liiy Lord. 
AUBEL14N. 
But whcli? itW fdon t For did^c Hour, Maiceljusj . 
Ride on the Temper's Wing, the Speadof JLight, ." 
ItsSwUtnds were too flow. Yet,- yetfhe comes not; 

MaAceLlus. 
Wliatcan ihrfc Tranipariimean; Are tBbTe Emottonl 
To tell the Emprefe; that her Lord returns 
With Coni^iicfl: to her Anns f Did Friendihip fiad yoii 

Its Mtffithgcr of Love''/ Did'CoNSTANTiWE- ' 

.' " AUSELIAN. ■ 
He lent me not. 

J9 >aLKv<iw-\.>iVi 



a CONSTANTINE. 

MARCEtttJjf. 

My Lord ! i 

AURELIAN. 

Nor do I come 
A Meflcngef of Conqueff, Joy, or Love- 

Marcellus. 
Then my worft Fears are true. Th' impetuous PaiEoit 
Flames forth again s again Maximian's Daughter — 

AURELIAN. 

Is fhe tlot all her Sex's Pride would aim at^ 
Their various Arts of charming i 

Marcellus. 

Dear my Lord, 
Tho* fhe were fairer, than th* ideal Beauty, 
That warms, the Lover's Hopes, or Poet's Fancy, 
Yet fhall the bright Temptation, (beft Excufe 
For human Frailty) melt away all Faith, 
Allegiance, Honour, Duty? Oh! remember— 

AURELIAN, 

What ? That fhe now is wedded to anodier ? 
Another breathes my Tranfports o'er her Bofbm, 
Sighs out my Love, and drinks, with raptur'd Ear^ • 
The Vows, that once were mind I If thou couldfl charm 
The Madnian's Ravings ; bid the Heart be ftiU, 
When PaiEon fhakes us ; or with. Words of Wifdom 
Pour on the feverifh Senfe the Balm of Health, 
I then might lifbn to thee. 

Marcellus. 

Is this AuREtiAN ! 

< • 

The Pride of Rome ! Th' Example of her Youth ! 
But I confefs, this Language well befits 

YourCommerce withMAXiMiAN; aSpirit fnade of Fire, 
Whofe fierce Ambition, and whole fell Revenge, 
(He knows no other Paf&ons) vex. his Soul, 
As adverfe Winds, and meeting Tides at Sea 
Roll tbe wild. Waves on He^ps. 



CONSTANTINE. 3 

AURELIAN, 

^ Revenge ! Ambition ! 

Whence ean they rife ? What Motives to enflame them ? 
Doies he not {hare with our great Emperor 
All but the Name of Empire, and its Cares ? 
What would a Father's Heart, howe'er ambitious. 
More than to fee the Homage of the Nations, 
Paid to his Daughter's Virtues; to her Beau^ ? 

Marcellus. 
Her Greatnefs only brings to his Remembrance 
His own was loft, when our late Emperor 
Forc'd him to give her Hand to Constantine, 
And, happily for Europe, wrefted from him 
Th* imperial Power. Since when, his R^ge beholds 
His Son, as the Ufurper of his Throne: 
Then, in his Zeal for the old Gods of Rome, 
He hates him as a Chriftian. Should he tempt 
Your Youth to join with his Deipair, your Virtue, 
I know the rich Reward. 

AURELIAN. 

Look, where. ihe comes. 
A rich Reward indeed. I pray you leave me. 
And, at fome better Leifure, every Secret 
Of Confidence and Friendfhip fhall be yours. 

lExitMAKCEtlVS. 
AURELIAN. 

And is it mine,— ye Powers, why am I dcftin'd 
To throw Diforder o'er that lovelieft Form, . 
To fill thofe Eyes with weeping, and that Breaft 
With Anguifli, beyond Thought ? 

Enter FvtviA. 

FULVIA. 

AuRELiAN, welcome. 
Say to my Heart, my Constantine is well. 
Give me the ftoried War, the Battle's Rage,i> 

■ . .. \ 



4 CONSTANT IN E- 

Tho* my Soul tremble at it. Shew my Hero 
In all the Weeding Ptide of glorious Danger, 
How terribly I adom'd. But ah ! ifty Fears ! 
You do not feel my Tranfports. . Down-ci^ Eycfr ? 
Horror is in thy Face ! 

AURELIAN. 

Tis in my Heart* 

FuLVIA. 

Where is my Lord, my Emperor? Oh ! fpeak. 

Is he a Conqueror ? Comes he Home in Triumph f ' 

AURELIAN. 

Fame, Honour, Conqueft, bind their Wreaths of Glory 
Around his facred Temples, and he comes 
T' enjoy his Triumphs in his Ful vi A*s Arms. 

Fulvia^ 
Why would you thus alarm me ? I'm a Womart 
In Tendernefs and Love 5 in atl Things elfe 
A Roman Spirit, ^nd Maximian's Daughter. 
Still there's a Fear — (is it too big for Utterance ?) 
Heaves at youf Heart, Such Silence fpeaks all Fears^ 

Aurelian; 
Could my Defpair, could my Diflradion tell you^ 
What my Heart feels this Moment ; how it bleeds | 
Your P4ty would forgive me, tho* I ftain 
Your Father's venerable -Name with Blood ; 
Tho' I accufei-^No^-'-Honpur, Faith, and Ldyaltyy • 
They only fliall accufe him. 

■ Fuivia. 

• Stop not thus. 

Let not my Fears grow impious in their Wildnefer 
My Father— there th^ alarming Tale began. 
Maximian. — — . ' ' ■ - 

Aurelian. 

Too impatient to refume 
^TJh*. imperial Purple, he fo toe refign'd, 

■ ^ Thinking 



CON S T A N T I N E. $ 

Thinking the little Fame, my Youth hath gain'd i 

My Intcreft with the Legions ; my Command 

So near the Pcrfon of my royal Mafter, ' 

Might aid his Purpofe, with unbounded Hand 

Threw out Ambition's Gk^ies to my View, 

With half the; Thronfc of Univerfal Empire.-— *-« * 

FULVIA, 

While CoNSTA^TiNE, youT Emt>eror— while he lives ? 
Where flcpt this fierce Defire or Power fo long ? 
What wakes it now to Madnefc ? 

AURELIAK. . 

. When the Rage 
Of Battle ceas'd, and Viftbry no longer "^■ 

Stood hovering o'er us with uncertain Wing> > 

My Lord Maxjmian afk'd, — afmoft demanded. 
The Government of thefe new German Conquefts, 
For his once favourite Freedman^ Caius Lucius.. 

FULVIA, 

That gloomy Fiercwiefs ! that unpitying Soldier ! 
But then, my Lord ' 1 

AURELIAN. 

JPcAaps, with fome Impatience, 
RefusM the warm Ri6queft« Grief, Shame, and Anger^ 
The Confcioufnefs of Gfeatnefe) aAd *hi Prid^, ^^ 
That faw the Soldier8.mounT for his Difgrace, 
The Time, the Place, eacA Circumftance, deep fihote 
Your Father^s Ifeart, and wak'd Ambition's Fires, / ' 
Tho' long, but ill, fupprefsM. Heiice the Propoikl > • 
B«^t when he faw my Soul ftart bac^ with Horror, : ; 
Ai^d ficken at the Ponip qf bad An&ibitiort, \ 

He fliew'd me thee ; that all-excelling F<H'm j 
Love threw his Colours o'er it (oh ! forgive me) \ 

To turn my Faith to Treafon. 



6 C O N S T A N T I N E. 

FULVIA. 

Hold, my Lord. 
Such Infolence of Language ! Who am I ? 

AURELIAN. 

The Emprcfs of the World j the (acred Awe 

Of grateful Nations, of imperial Rome, 

ThePride,theJoy — You are the Wife of Const antine. 

Yet oh ! remember, there was once a Time, 

When other Loves approach'd you ; when MAXiMiAitr 

Approved my Paffion, authorised my Yows, 

And g^ve my Wiflies Leave to gaze upon you. 

FULVIA. 

No more. What Proofs of this black D^d ? My Father} 
Source of my Life.— -*Tis Parricide to think it. 

AURWIAN. 

The Doubt becomes your Piety. Behold 
This Sword ! A fatal Witnefc. ' 

FULVIA. 

'Tisnotdiat, 
My Lord's firft Gift; his bridal-momitig Pirfent : 
I muft not, dare not think it ; or 'twas given you 
For fomc bleft Purpofe ; to protetft iny Lord, 
ItVhen, :Qh ! too prodigal of Life, he ^inks not. 
That Life is Love's and mine. 

AURELIAN. 

With this be arpa*4 
My fearfiil Hand ; with this he bad m^ ftrike, 
(How fhall I fay) the Heart your Lqvc delights in. 
Then loud he cried, polTefs my Daughter's Beauties, 
And fhare the World with me. I took it trembling, ^ 
Left he might find fome Slave, fo Idft to H6nour, ' 
As to obey his Guiltinefs. . 

FULVIA. 

My Lord, 
If I have wrong'd yoi^r Virtue by fufpcfting— — 



CON S TA N T I N E. 7 

Yet Nature claims lier Rights, and awfiil bids me 
Not truft too lightly to an Accufation, 
That brands a Fadier** ever-honour'd Name 
With Perfidy and Trcafon. O, myCpNSTANTiNE, 
Is this thy Day of Triumph^ This Return 
For all thy Toils to blefe a thanklefe World? 
How XhaU thy Fulvia meet thee ? Shall her Heart 
With other Pantings, than with thofe of Love, 
Receive its Lord, and tremble in his Arms? 

r AUREL^AN. 

Oh ! ftop thefe foft Complainings. Even this Hou;r9 
(Death fits upon its ^^ings, and fierce Revenge 
Z^alhes it$ Speed) thi3 lyipment muft dqtermi^e 
A Father's Fate^ or 

FULVIA. 

Hufband's ! How determine I 
Am I tlie dire Reward, the Prize of Blood ! 
Ht)rror on Horror ! of my Hufband's Blood ! 
Ye Powers, whamake this Trial of my Weaknefin— 
But,oh! what Form of Prayer — ^Heaven muft not bear mei 
X)au^ter or Wife — in Love orNature impious^ 
J^i.eitheu: Name a Force that pidls my Heait-fb;in|^ 

AURCLIAN. 

|£ach Inftmit I expeA him ; for he comoB 
To "regulate the Honours of die Day. 
^eet him with Smiles, wiA unfufpe£ling Looks^ 
Throw your Carefles round him, and awak^ 
With h^^e's Voice, th* AflTefUons flie infpires* 

FULVIA. 

Meet him with Smiles ! T4iou cruel, cold Advifer ! 
No ; with thefe Tears (for what can Aoptlicir flowing) 
(Or widi the louder Sorrows of DiftraAion, 
^Till Nature liear my Cries thro' all her Works; 

AURE4.IAN. 

(^i yetwitb<:aimcrTenq)er : Sooth himy mdtlrim. 



i 



« CONSTANT I ME* 

m 

With Prayers, with Tears 5 slf»l When you yrgjb 
ftrongeft, . : 

Seem moft to doubt ; to difbellevt^ to think 
'Twas but a Start of Paffion j of Ambition, 
That Madnefe of the Brave. L^t youi; Succeft 
Infure the Peace of Nations ; 6f theWorW; 
And ^ive you down to Fahie a nobter Story^ 
Than y^ your Sex can boaft. [Exit At7tt£LiA1^. 

FuLviA iikne» 
What Fame ? Whk Story ? 
To violate th' eternal Law5 of Nature, 
Herdearcftj firft Relations, Child and Parent ; "* 
To be myfelf th' Accufer, or behold 
My wedded Lord— Oh ! yet forbid it, Love— 
Stabh|'d in my Arms, reproaching me in Death, 
A pei^ur'd, faithlefs Wife. DiftraSipn guide mc. 
Where the Heart cannot chufe, and Reafon dares i^oU 

_.. Enter qMsisEJiiGEJi^ 

' ::iv. Ml$^NG«^ 

MadaRh my Lprd Maxiahas, . - t^if^ 

Nowj^ fny SpiO^ 
Meet this new Tri^ firmly i this Plflembtipg, 
That talks in Smijes, whgn thelad RearO^ in T^fht 
^ ' : £«/?r Maximian. 
, ; Fui.yiA<j5 kneeling to himr ,. 
Witnefe th(s pious Te^dey of/fny Duty^ ^ 
How gladly I behold my JFather's Prefence I 
Thu5! H^y ! ever fe^ t|ie, teurelM Wresith, * , ; ,; ; ; - 
GircJinghisBfo^s witJiCJ'ory. Sure, myLpr^jf 5iJ^r^^ 
(Ah ! whence that Cpldhofs, that averted LoPkJ) . > 
The fier.ce' and. hardy G^fftan^^re a.Coi^Ml 
Worthy the Ancient Mftjefly of Rome, 

r ' '. : . . . . MAximiai;^. .... 
How' did they dare rebel? Ye Ebwers immortal. 
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Who fonn'd th' imperial City to IfsGrcatn^&i 
How are we feM'n ! The Majefty of Romi! 
Shall it be deem'd a Coflquefti to hav« qudl'd 
A fingle Natioft i This Day'^ idte Pomp 
pe fiutnbkr'd with the Triumphs we havd feiBii, -^ 

When the World f^nk beneath us ? But our Eagles, 
Th^t Us'd to f6ar with Empire on theif Witi^,' 
l^ow b^nd their Flight, like Birds of iheaner Plume^ 
To ftoop at worthlefs Triumphs j while our Emperor— 

r FutviA^ a/ui<. 
Now, now thp Cloud is opcnmgl&to Thunder 1 

MAxmkAtt. ! 
^i^ Thought^ are Heavenward !--^In Ids holy Zesi 
For this new S^£^, this Chriftian Superftition^ : 
He has trapsitsrrM th' dternal Seat of EoGrptre, 
from where the Gods had fix'd it^ to 4hisCity^ > 

Now honour'd. with his Name* Ali-fojfe?eigrt Jo VE^ . 
Where are the Thunders that aflpr? thy Godhead! 
The Temples, wfiere we offer'd ,to thy, Name r c! 

The Vows of -human :Kind| caii'fl'^Qu-beboid thoiriw 
Defird, polluted, and not pour thy Wr^th 
Upon his Head, this Ecupcror; df Chriftians ? 

FULYIA, > 

ph ! ip^fe the dreadful Image. Qracious HeT^kHi 
Throw your o^^ Shiield of Safety o'er his Life ; ' 
Protedl him frbm'thfc SdiCmte of .fierce Ambition, 
Unhallow'd Vengetnce, 'and:the midnight Trenfon, • 
That dares npt rife IQ the fafir Facfe of ^Day• 

Max];miak. 
l^Vhat W^A ^t Emprdfe mfean ? 

/V • FuLViA. : « 

Oh liJiailAe Sword— 
l[t was a Soldier's Prefent to a Soldier-^ 
To Deeds of H' nour was it ever £icred ; 
Nor ii^ the wild, tumultuous Hdtit of Fight 
E'er ilain'd -itsXaftrC[ wthi.aCoYiMd^'KVoo^y 
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But with diftingu&fli'd Slaughter fwept the Field; 
And ihall Maximian, for le& noble Purpofe, 
Unlheath its Terrours ? He, who oft hath led 
The Roman War lo Conqueft ! He, whofe Life 
Should guard the Life of Empire !— Shall my Father-— 

Maximian. 
Coward, AuR£LiAN ! Bafe, betrayingChriftian! [y^df. 
Who dares accufe me ? 

Tu^viA. 

Sir, your Daughter muftnot. 

Maximian^ 
My Daughter ? No, my Empreie, as it feems^ 
TheWifeofCoNSTANTiNE. Thouyoui^Ingratitcuie--* 
Can'ft them focgct— But I'll not bid the Gods, 
Th* aven^g Gods, remember how IVe lovM thee. 
Go, Parricide, betray chy Father's Age 
To Crueky and Tortures. When my Heart 
Shall burft in Death, when my ftrong Sinews crack 
In agonizing Anguifh, let your Eye 
Delighted fee my Torments^ and your Ear 
Enjoy my Groans. 

FULVIA. 

OK! fave me ! lave me, Naturt^ 
From the dire Scene ; from Horrors to diftrad me I 
But rU offend no mof e ; for even fny Grief, 
Diftra£tion and Despair, Aiali fpeak the Language 
Of Duty and of Love. Yet hear them fpeak, - 

And then im^ine, that laft Night in Sleep 
I faw my Father's Hand bath'd deep in Blood, 
His Son's, his Emperor's Blood ! How did I rend 
The Air with Shrieks, and on his bleeding Corfe 
Pour my diftra£bsd Sorrows ! While my Tears 
Flow'd faft — (they flow'd in no unreal Streami?) I 

Such as you fee dsem now. 

Maximian. r. . , 

I foe the Vifione *: 
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Of a diforder^d Fancy^ that ba$ formed ' 

Its owfi wild Images of Grief and TerrcHir. 

If there b^ aught more real in thy Story, : \ 

Give me to know the Slave, who darps accufe me. 

FULYIA. 

Accufe ! What Accufatiop ! Shall Maximian^ 

The iGrlorx.. once, th'Exaniple (rf the Brave, > *— 

Be in his ^^ accus'd, and^ Ph ! for ever 

Be numbered lyith the Guilty^ and their Cflmes ? ' 

Better be lo^ tp Fapie, for €y^^ )oft ! 

No Eye to ii^eep ywr Memory, not even mine i : 

Mine Aall be clos'd in Death, or wildeft Horrour 

Sit gazing on its open Seiife for ever* 

Maximian. 
Wild as the Dreams of Madnefe! Tdi me, M^m-^ 
But I'll not chide you for fh* un|^ind Sufp^cions, 
Thefe vifioi^^ry Terrojurs haye infpir'd^: • - 

Tl^ey too (ball paf{( away in this Da/a TriMapb^ 
And Peace i^^urn to thy affirightCfl Spirit* 

FULYIA. 

-- ^^ . V 

Oh ! never, never. Tlf^dc im^n'd Terrors 

To me are real AxiguiQi andDefpair. . . 

Oh ! hes^: ipe. Sir ! [Thrwfi^g b^felfon if/trfnt^sJl Yput 

Burpofc— rlhould \t (HTofper-*- 
What Horrors iball alarm your waking Senfe, 
Dwell on your Sleep, and &ight your Dreams to Madnefs ! 
The Tempefts of the Night (hall rage within you. 
And, when you hear the Thunder, cold pale Fear 
Shall fit ,upOfi your Heart; ihall ftop its Beatings 
And freeze, the Stream of Life ! Q Const antinb f 

[Rifmg. 
While we are meditating Death, your Love, 
Perhaps, is forming fome fond generovs Scheme, 
To make your Fulvia happy, and CO crown 
Her Father*^ Days with Glory* 
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Hi r Cad Coft^sTAJNlr JNft 
Add to MAxiMLAH'aGlQfl^? .Did there need : . 
This fecond Outrage? Are mj^.dd Years thus^ • 

Curfe of Age ! infult^ i)y.fliy Child ? 

Fuf^yiA. 
Am I your QhiJd ? W^ you aad Naitur^ own me ? 

Max^mian. "^5^ 

Wer't thou not ^vfery J^y. t6 ^hTirty Seftfe, 
That pours ttiePadions betib.^ And tiow^^ tJngratftfiU-*^ 
Yet yoii tan weep-i-Thof^fTeatv^can ]thjey bfe ftlfe ones f 
How gladly wouM thy Father^ Love believii Aen ^ . T " 
|iow gladly think, .-dtouFondndTs of my iSduIj 
Some Villain's Arts haife. wrought '.upon thy Weakneft 
To:do'tKi4Aal^fOutr^oh.my>Heartr^ • 

^ ■ .. ' tt^tViAi •• ■" •■' • •• — ■ - 

Have I then wronged yduf-^^JfdW Wy 5djil ifcjoites ^ 
In the ftiwr-Hope !; TtofH M^ th(t xitarfe of Joy^ 
They, they alone>:4is**^m€fs fol-v|tiyTnith . 
They only (hall implore Foi»givetiefs for me, 

1 do believe them ;* they afeNatiire'i Truth-, 

And tioii'the pureftBteitty Prayers, c'tr rikM, - * ^ 
O Heaven's large Bounty gat^ hi6. '• Pray, f^^iwi^- 
Dry thefeifliit^iiefi'd Teaa'6. Rifely up^n me: '"^ 

MAxiisiAKJMver^ran. forget tmHqnouT'!' ^^ • - 
Never forget a Fatfa]^s'T%iid$erii%fs fj ; ; j'i c 

Then all is foft; Revenge^ AtnMtiori, Ewjrfi:^ -^ • 
Or henceforth to he hdd hy vile Dependancc^ : 1 . *. 
On a iv^eak Girl's Affection i by diflembling. 
He, who has led to W^ tfcd Fiite of. NalioiB> . . ' : 
And fyxy'd tfa* Imperial Sceptre l*-0 Ma^im; an»: 
How are thy Glories wither'^ I Is itFear?. ' - r, 
Let me not think it*— Can -Ae Love of Lifi^ ... . . 
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A poor, precarious, cafua! Boui^ of Breathing, 
Subdue me dius i No, 'tis fotoie nobler P^^oa : 
Unfiled' Rage, and Vengeanoe on the Slave^ 
Who6 OiriiUafi Feare ^^ray'd me. U AtttvfV$^ 
Should he betray me tbo^ my Fame, my Life-— ^ 
But that's a TriSe— my Revtiiige is^loft. 

Enier Albinu§. 

Who's there? 

Albinus. 
My ever-royal Lord 

Maxiuias^ .turning from Albinus; 

Albinus! 
Start at thieTrefence of a Friend ! What Ppw^f 
Can thus controul the Senfes! My Confufion! 
It doubles on me — To be feen ! furpriz'd. 
Thus, in my Soul's Diforder — in itsWeaJcnefsf 

Albinus, 
I've flood thus long^ my Lord, in filent Wonder— 

Maximian. 
There's an unfleeping Spirit here^ Albinus, 
That ces^kfs talks to Memory^ and tells me 
I was an Emperor once, 

Albinus* 

A truly great one. 

MAXiMIA17. 

^Tis in my iJreams f It lives among My Slumbers^ 
While Fancy, wild Cfe^tjon's various Miflrefs, 
Forms my full Court, and bids them bend theKnee, 
As if my Frowns v^re Death. The Liftors, Fafces^^ 
Th' applauding Senate and Praetorian Guards, 
Start at my Nod, to execute, Id firike 
At my great Bidding, But the glorious Vifion^ 
Dazzling the^ye of Fancy, when I wake^ 
^J^elts into Air, and I'm again a Slave* 
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Albinus. 
What Power can (hake that Tesfiper,. wfaidi immov'd 
RulM the fierce Hour of Fight ; like Ocean's God, 
Who fits upon the Storm, and guides its Raging? 

Maximiak. 
War is no mor^ ! O Rome, thy Arts ar^ loft ! 
iThe honour'd Name ef Soldier, and his Glory, 
To (hine in Arms, to dare the Froht of Danger, 
And fbllow Fortune through the doubtful Field, 
Our Emperor needs thee not : His holy Warfai'e, 
To quell the Paifions, and fubdue the Heart> 
His Triumphs need thee not. 

Albinus. 

Callback, my Lord, 
Tbefe Wandei^ings Into Reafbn. 

MakimiaU. 

WhytoReafon? 
Will it not tell me VtA a SubjeA how ? 
To me as hateful as this Name of Slave. 
Will it not tell me, diat I dare Aot punifh 
A Villain who betrays me i 

Albinus. 

Sir! A^Relian! 

MaximiAk. 
And fhall the Gods of Rome behold me kned 
Beneath the Throne of Constantine ? (his Name 
Darts like a burning Fever thro* my Veins !) 
And (hall I enter into vile Debate 
To clear my infulted Honour ! God of Vengeance, 
Why did I truft thy Caufe— JFor it was thine — 
To any other Hand ? I (hould myfelf 
Have ftruck the deftin'd Sacrifice at thine 
And great Ambition*s Altar! 

Albinus. 

Hark ! his Trumpets ! 

He 
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He now is entering the triumphal Gate : 
We muft prepare to meet him. 

Maxjmian. 
... J Xea, and join 
The univerfal Shout that calls him Lord, 
Hail'd by his Chriflian Prielb, right holy Flatteros ! 
The Conqueror of the World : While I, O Torture ! 
Beneath whofe Name in War he rofe to Empire, 
Upon whole Ruins he has built his Fame, 
Muft wait upon his Fortune, and appear 
^o grace his Chariot-wheels, and fwell his Triumphs ! 

Albinus. 
I<et us not lofe, my Lord, this noble Heat 
In idle Threats and Raflincfs. Yet ere Night 
Something may be refolv'd of glorious Danger, 
Worthy Maximiak, of his Fortune worthy ! 
When the fame rapid Moment, in its FJigbC, 
Shall form and execute- ' ■ ■ 

Maximiah. . 
Defpair (hall execute what Hope had form'd: 
Fall fwift, ye Shades of Night ; and all ye Powers, 
Who wing the midnight Darknefs, whom the Sun 
With this his garilh Light rebukes, appals, 
Infpire our Councils, ihed your Influence o'er them j 
Then if I fall— let the Gods anfwet for it. lExtmtK 
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^ Trivmpiial Procession; 

iONG of TRIUMPH hy J^omm SoUmi 

GodofTriunipls^ God of War^ 

Wait on his viSiorious C^r! 
Crffvm ofGlory^ Wreaths of Fame^ 

Amhitioiis Temples hindi 
Tht^ its impious Heroes aim . . 

7i conquer and mfiave Mankind. 
Gjes AR bids ihe World be free | 
Ms Glories^ Peace and Libertp 
Cod of Triumphs^ God of War^ 
Wait on bis vi^orious Coir / . 

USors^ Officer Si 

Firjl Li^or. 
Led forward by the Hand of Jaurd'd Viflory-^ii 

Second Li^or» 
Crown'd with die Love of Nation^, and iheir PrAife-^f 

Third LiSop* 
The World's great Lrord, the Lord of Enhpire iomes; 

£»/^ CoNSt ANTINE, AuRELIAN, ^C. 
GONSTAWTIN^. 

THUS far we thank your Loye^ our trtieft Glory^ 
Ourfaireft Wreath of Fam??. My nobleft Triumph 
(Oh ! were it poffible) fliould bid the Nations 
Unite in mutual Amity and Peace, 
That all the Bleffings bounteous Nature gives 
To different Climes, as fure her Wifdom meant^ 
Should be enjoy'd by all. Take care^ Aureliak, 

6 Tfeai 
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iThat every Honour, due to great Defervfngsi 

Be paid Aefe noble Prifoners. Tho' the Chance 

Of War be fall'n upon them, yet like us 

They fought their Country's Caufe. Let us remember 

How long their Valour held the doubtful Field, 

And numbering o'er our Wounds, let them inftruft us. 

To reverence their Misfortunes. 

AUHELIAN. 

Such a Conqtteft, 
Where, rior the Vahquifh'd moura their Lofs of Honor^ 
Nor Kiilgs their Sceptres, ttor the Woifld its Freedom^ 
Is worthy Csefar's Fortune. [Pointing to them,'] While 
the Nations^ 

From fartheft India to the weftem Ifles, 

Pour at your Feet the Homage of their Tr^iafiires, 

Rome fends a nobler Tribute, Vows and Praife^ 

Omens of glorious Hope, in which fhe fees 

Her once victorious Ardor rife renew'dj 

Thro' many a diftant Age, from this Day's Triumphi 

CONSTANTINE. 

^00 long, my Friend, has the wild Wade of War 
Rag'd o'er the Earth : Oh! were the fcept'red War- 
riors, 
Whofe Luft of Empire fets the World in Arms^ 
Were they to fee the Widow's keen AffliSiori, 
OrTiear the Mother's Shrieks in her Defpair, 
What could Ambition anfwef ? But in Peace — 
Ste, where its faireft Image comes to meet us, {feeing 
the Emp^efs.] 

With all its BleiEngs round hfer. 

Enter FuLviA, Maximian, AlbinIts. 

O my FuLYiA, 
Next to my People's Happinefs and Glory, 
Thou art my Wreath of Viftory, the CroWa 
Of all jny Triumphs. Honour, ¥^me> wv^^M-ax^ 

C 'Sw5i^\ 
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Shall witnefs for my Heart, its tendcreft Joys 
Dwell in thy Arms -, thou pureft Blifs of Love, 

FULVIA. 

My Lord, my Emperor— all other Words 
Wrong my full Joy ; my Love. 

CONSTANTINE* 

'Tis Eloquence 
Beyond all Power of Words. It is the Language 
My Heart beft underfiands, and talks to thine^ 
Now, by the dear Delight of gazing on thee, 
I f^ear, the Rage of War, its wildeft Tumults, 
Have but endear'd this (oft Return of Love^ 
This Meeting of our Hearts. But ah ! my Fulvia, 
Whence is that Ah: of Sadnefs ! Fear and Sorrow 
Arc pale upon thy Cheek ! And now a Tear 
Stands trembling on the Luftre of thy Eye I 

FULVIA. 

Amidft the general Joy, to pour my Soul^ 
To call you mine 5 the World's great Mafter mine > 
His Conquefk, Triumphs mine % nay more, his Love, 
Is fuch Excefs of Blifs— yet, oh ! forgive me, 
(Thou Lord of all my Thoughts) if aught ill-omen'd 
Fancy or Fear, a Woman's weaker Paffions, 
Should mix themfelves with thee« 

CoNSTANTINE. 

But that I know. 
Thou Softnefs of thy Sex, thy gentle Spirit, 
What might I think ? What Terrors muft alarm me ? 
Yet tell me, tell th' Impatience, throbbing here. 
Is it within the wide Command of Empire 
To calm thefe tender Fears ? For what is Empire, 
Why have I conquer'd, why this Day of Triumph, 
But that rtiy FuLViA may accept its Glories, 
Laid at her Feet, in Homage to her Beauties ? 

FULVIA. 
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FutVIA* 

lier matron Virtue, rather, and her L0V6 ; 

They may accept j may fed the Joys of Greatnefs^ 

Becaufe the Gift is yours* Yet^ midft its Glories^ 

Can I be perfect happy^ while I fee 

Your cold Looks there? [Pointing to Maximian<] 

While my divided Hearty 
Divided between Tendemefs and Duty^ 
Trembles for both. 

Maximiak iiJUe to AiBiNt;s» 

Ay ; now ihe tells hiih all ; 
Now ihe dcfcribes (O well-diffembled Terrors !) 
The fearful Deed ; now (he protefts her Love, 
And now with pious S^emings (Goddefs Nature, 
, Dares ihe pro&ne thy Name, and call me Father 7} 
Pleads for my Life— O young Hypocrify— 

Comt AfttistL to FctviA* 
With what Delight 

Has my Soul liften'd to thy pious Sottows i 
Nol* fhall fhey plead ih vain. My Lord Maximiai^i 
What can I pay you back, ill rich Return, 
For Tranfpoits fuqh as thefe ? You gave her to me. 
You made her Beauties, inade her Virtues mine^ 
And blefs'd my Soul with Love. If large Ambition, 
Its Icept'ired Honours, its imperial Sway, 
Can fpeak me grateful ; take, divide them With me : 
Befides th' unhat>py Gif't I late denied you, 
Refume die facred Purple ; let the World, 
RuI'd by your Wtfdom, l^n the Arts of Peace, 
Or conqucr*d by your Wat, make Rome immortal. 

Maximiak. 

?here wa3 a Time, my I^ord, I thought Ambition 
be Spirit of the Gods, the Soul of Herpes ) 
But thefe white Years, Which Time hati\ ^\w:*i >x^xi 
me, 

C a 1A»» 
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Have quenchM its Ardors . Thefe war- wearied Limbs 
Wifh for Repofe ; to lay their feeble Strength 
Beneath the peaceful Shade, which this Day's Triunxph 
Spreads o'er the Earth ; there, in an old Man's Warfare^ 
To talk of freezing Nights, and burning Days, 
The Toils of Glory„. Sieges, Marches, Battles, 
And animate our Youth to Deeds of fitenour. 
Be now my fole A(nbitk>n. 

FULVIA to CONSTANTINE- 

TqH noy Heart, 

How to exprefs thefe Tranfports ; or let Love, 

In its own Language, thus 'y in this Embrace 
Pour forth, at once, its. Gratitude. aiid Joy. 

. GONSTANTII^JI. 

With equa^ Rapture,, equal'Joy rnifrii-'d. 

My Soul meQ.ts thine. Thvis GpnJd I hold theie ever, . 

Tranfported thus, .a;)d gating p'o". thy Beauties, 

With Wonder, as with Love. But let us not 

With impiou^ Careleflhefs. for^.^t his Praife, 

By whofe right Arm we conquer'd. In his Temple., . 

The only God of Victory, we'll offer 

The banner'd Trophy, and th^ Spoils of War, 

In monumental Praife. Then turn to Earth 

Our future Cares, with Liberty and Peace, 

(Beft Ufe of fovereign Power) to blefs Mankind. 

[£xit CoNSTANTrNE^ FuLVIA, AuRELlAN* 

Maximian. AjL&iNirSt 
Maximi.an. 
Was it of fuch flight Moment to provoke me ? 
Did he fo.little dread Maximian,'s Anger, 
That he has granted to a Woman's Tear, 
What he denied, to me } For this the Legions, 
Whofti I had* fed td ConqueftT ^aw me bend 
My Spirit to fhe Earth, confefs his Power — 
Saw me refused i light, unvalued Ti-ifle, * * ' 

Scar^^ worth a Woman's Te^iYs. 
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At'StN0<. 

But now in Recompence 
He oiFefS half his Empire. 

MAxiMiAN,:: :' 

No ; 'twas Iwfult ; 
(You faw it plain), fcontemptuous^' par|Jos'd Infult; 
His Infolence of Triui»pfej tbat his C«urti^rs, 
His Chriftians, might enjoy thejr Matter's Pride, ^ 
And ray Dilhon^ur.^ ^But, it feems, in Recoijipence 
He offefS half his Eitiptre. QavAA. his Wpr^d 
Make me defpotifck Monarch bf Creation, 
His Gift, I would difdainit. ; My Ambition— 
ShaH it fram hij^, rcjceivc its fullied ' ^ojnouftf ? . • ' 

This talking Hieat,.this^^l«>QfeIftfeimp#|^n$je9 . • t 
Js diijs M AxiMi A^!-* y«j^eance ?. iBuX te fuic,. 
Sufpicion is abr^^^-j; i| jfiarfce yQwrlStej^c 
Would yau.in&i»ith«ft ThTeiit5;<^wBich::now «rc Aif, 
Keep your Eye cohftant:; Jet/rib.Raffion" ttnkQ H, * 
No Colour change yew Chc^ % open your Face 
In Srhilcs^ and ief yoiii^*Tongue flowloofe in Flattery; 
Go to their ChriftiancTeanple'r— 

i . : ; > Wfeatftokear 

Their fainted Hyimne, In pious Harmony,* 
ThiiiU'd ^ftro' a Euuiuch's Throat.? THcir holy Min- 

ftrelfy V * ^ •/ ^ 
Suits not tnyTaflaa. I. Give me a Soldier's Mufick, 
Sung by the Vxncebf.War, with Difcords in it. 
Or muft I hear oiir Roman Jove blafphem'd. 
His Godhead ifidicul'd in cold Harangues, 
' That talk, I know not what, of holy Patience, 
That muft forgive the Man, who dares to wrong me. 
Doctrines for Slaves- and Cowards. 

*C 3 Albikus. 
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Amivvs. 

Yet, my Lord, 
What if the Emprcfs (we may well exped it) 
Or fhould Au&SLXAN tell this fatal Secret, 
We muft MTtth Boldnefs meet the Accufation, 
And throw it back upon them* Iff my Lord^ 
You wou}d have Vengeance-* 

M^AXIMIAK. 

If !— I will, Albikus, 
This Chriftian En^peror, and his favourite Slave— 
Shall be enjoy his Perfidy in Safety i 

'Albinus.' 
Yet would you kill him, where he feds moft fenfiMy, 
Beyond the Pains of his own fancied Hell, 
Strike at hit Friendfhip, his high-boafted Loyalty : 
Make CoKSt AKTINB Mpt£k him, nay, believe him 
A Villain and a Traytor. There are Witneflcs^ 
I'hereare, my Lordi, f6r Things impoffible, 
What thipk you of Makcbllus i 

Maxim TAN. 

What? His Friend I 

AtBINUS. 

His Friend. And, then, who better can betray him? 
Who better H /uppc^s'd to know his Heart f 
Not to amufe you longer— This, hislFriend, . . 
And fome of higher Note, bold, Roman Spirits^ 
Fond of the ancient Privilege of Triumphs, 
And high in Mirth, vrfiich I hadrais'd with Wine, 
With Javifli Wit condemn'd the EmperorV Condudl 
In the late War, and ridicul'd his Conquefis. 
J had them feiz'd, confin'd them, told the Emperor, 
With fome ExpreiHons, fon^e loofe Hints of Treafiwi, 
.Which Men in Wine might poffibly forget, 

Maximian. - 

Methiqks, | f^cyour Purpofc, and it charms me, 
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AlBINUS. 

J fliall, by Cokstantine's Command, examine them. 
If fair and friendly Methods hil to win them. 
Tortures fhall make them fpeak, as I fhall prompt them. 
Then with fome well-wrought Circumftance of Jear 
louijr— 

Maximiak. 
Of Jcaloufy I 

Albinus. 

» 

What other Power can make him 
5ufpe<9: the Man he loves ? Or will he liften 
To other Crimes ? Ambition fhall be Virtue, 
And Treafori feem Ambition. Then, my Lord, 
All other Paflions have their Hours of Thinking, 
And hear the Voice of Reafon. This alone 
Breaks, at the firft Sufpicion) into Frenzy, 
And fweeps the Soul in Tempefts. 

Maximian. 

But its Pangs— 
Thofc you forget — Do they not rend the Heart ? 
Shall I not hear him groan f 

Albinus. 

You fhall, my Lord, 
For all its fiery Seeds are in his Temper. 
When Honour, Juftice, Reafon, bid him a£t. 
No Beiag firmer i but in all his Paffions, 
The Whirlwind's Wildnefs is not more inconibint. 
Wben he (you muft r!e;member) and Aurelian^ 
This boafled Friend, were Rivals for your Daughter, 
Friendflupj Effeem, aiid ofteii-vow'd AffefUoi^, 
In the firft $Cait of Jealoufy were lofl. 
Will he lage lefs, when die imperial Qreatnefs 
Shall add its Prid^^ when the wroQg'd Hufband*s Ho- 
nour 
Bdn^ 9II its luce SuTpicions to enflame him. 

C 4 ^NS^UKVNS.^ J 
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Maximian. 
And when my Eye, when my Revenge, is (ate4 
With gazing on his Pangs ; when his full Senfe 
Can entertain no more of Pain and Angulih ; 
Then, in the Triumph of my Soul, to tell him, 
His Wife was innocent — Ah ! Who was -mnocent ! 

Albinus, ^ 
Is this Maximian ? This th' unfhaken Spirit i 
Let not the Soldier fee it; let not Rome, 
Who thinks you, like her Gods, above all Weaknefs. 

Maximiak. 
Yet tell me, can I fay to my Revenge, 
Be thou my Daughter ? To this fierce Ambition 
Bequeath my Power, or bid it to inherit 
My Name and Honours ? Can his ^epeft Groans 
Charm ray tranfported Soul, like thofe fwcet Soundt,^ 
That call'd me Father ? She is all my Children. 

Albinus. - 
You are, my L?ord, the Mafter of your Fate. 
It was not mine, th' Ambition or the Vengeance, 
That prompted this great Deed ; not mine the Gioiyj^ 
Had it fucceeded, to reftore, O Jove, 
Thy violarted Shrines, and to^ Mankind 
The Worfliip of their Reafon> uncontroul'd * 
By flavifh Fears, and: ill-rimagin'd Terrorst 
Nor mine the Panger, if this much-lov'd Daughter-^ 

MaJcimian* - 
All that is left me of the Name of Father ! 

Albinus, 
In fome loofe Houfe of Dalliance fliould betray joti. 
I am not known thus honour*d with your FriendQiip | 
I paj to Constantino a Courtier's Flattery v 
Am thought 3 Favourite j and Oh ! profefe. 
Forgive me, Gods, a Worfliip I deteft. 
J fliajl not, trembling, kneel before his Throve, 
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And live with Infamy, or die a Tr^ytor. 

Maximian. 
Firft perifli all Affeflions ; every Inflinfl, 
That breathes thcfc Feelings thra' the Parent'^ Heart, 
■'Tis paft; the Confliit's over, and Ambition— 
Methinks, I fee the radiant Goddefs come, 
And, like a Soldier's Miftrefs, to my Arms, 
Painted with Blood i bow fiercely fweet her Beauties 1 
This Night, Albino^,, you command the Palace, 
And when be Heeps— Oh .' ihall Maximiak kiti 
A lleeping Enemy ! Is this the Soldier ? 
Is this th' Ambition, that would rule the World ? 
Ob ! Shame, Shame, Shame ! What End, bowever 

glorious, 
Can juAify fuch Means ! But not my CauTe — 
'Tis thine, O Rome, thy ewer-livii^ Fame, 
The Capitol, and all its throned Gods, 
Tbey ftrike the Blow } tbey bid the Vidiini bleed. 

[Extaat. 




ACT 
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ACT III. 

FULVIA. 

WITH what paternal Tendernefs helefoth'd me! 
With every dear Aflurance, that his Heart 
Abhorr'd fuch Cruelty. Then earned prcfs'd me 
To a(k the Emperor to make Aurelian 
Commander of his Guards. Now, now, my Soul, 
Whence are the ceafelefs Fears that fhake thee thus ? 
Whence arc thefe ftrange Forebodings ? 

jfw/^r CONSTANTINE. 
CONSTANTINE. 

Why, my FuLviA, 
While the full Voice of Triumph^ o'er thy Name, 
Swells higher into Rapture ; while the Bowl 
Pours forth its purple Spirits to thy Beauties^ 
Why fcek this Solitude ? Why fliun the Joys, 
Tha^ you alone infpire ? How has my Love 
Unwittingly oflFended ? Does MAxiMf ak, 
( Why ftartlcd at his Name?) Does he bdi^e 
My Fricndfliip infincere ? Why docs your Ey^ 
Gaze with fo foft an Earneftnefs upon me ? 
And now i^ melts into a mingled Stream 
Of Tendernefs and Sorrow ! 

FULVIA. 

'Tis becaufe 
This is, perhaps, my laft, laft Look of Tendernefs, 
And oil the reft is Sorrow. 

CONSTANTZNE, 
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By our Fr iendfiiip, 
^ inutual Truft and Confidence of Heart---'>-« 
Or (hall I urge the Huibahd's facred RigHts ? ^ ' 
No ; I difdaini all Rights, but diofe of Love : 
Then, ia the Ncme of all its chafte Endearments, 
Its holy Raptures, its myfterious Joys, 
Tell me thy Fears ; tell me thy Sorrows, Fulvi a : 
I have a R!^t of Love to fhare them with you. 

FutviA. 
Why did I move you thus ? O Sir, forgive me ! 
It may be, 'tis the Weaknefs of my Sex. 
But they, who hate our Faith, revile its Worfhip, 
And treat its pure Simplicity with Scorn, 
Are they fit Guardians of your facred Perfon, 
The Lord of our Religion ? When I fee 
Thefe Worfliippers of Tove, whofe dire l^xample 
Can juftify even Treafon, can my Heart, 
Even in thy Arms, in youPs and Love's ProtcQion, 
Can it fpeak Peace and Safety to its Fears ? 

CONSTANTINE. 

JFIotir amiable thofp Fears ! Tho' form'd by Fancy, 
Their Colouring is of Love ! Yet arc they not, 

[Ttirmng to hr* 

( Whate'er their Gods) the nobleft Worth of Rome^ 
And in their Breads that greiit Divinity, 
Their Country's Love ? 

FULVIA. 

Let them enjoy your Bounty X 
Let every Honour their Ambition aims at. 
Reward their Worth. But not to them alone 
Your Life's expos'd : This ever-open Palace, 
Even to the meaneft, boldefl; of Mankind, 
ynfolds its Gat^ ! 

Cqn^tantinb^ 
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CoNSTANTINfii 

Ar^ they not all my Subjefls ? 
What have I done ? What Afis of Tytanny, 
What violated Lawfe, what bold Oj^pr^flkma 
Invade their Rights, that I fhould fear their Preftncc ? ' 
OMifery of Princes, when they dread 
Whom mod they ought 16 lovcf You know, my 

FULVIA, 

You know your Power is Sovereign o'er my Will ; '■ 
Yet, pr'ythee, do not make a Coward of me. — 
Oh! fpare my Fame, nor brand it with Ingcatitude , 
To them, by whom that Fame may be immortal ! 

FULVIA. 

Yes, thou Unkind, thefe Tears — t will obey you— 
Shall flow no more ! My Heart fhall beat no more ! 
•I will repr^fs thefe Terrors ; will not ftart 
Even at the Shrieks of Murder— Oh, my Brain f 
See there, my Lord ! It hcJvers o'er your Head ! . 
A Ppniard ftxe'aming Blood! The.goary Drops . 
Glare thro' the midnight Darknefs ! Earth and fleaven! 
That Hand !— O Nature, univerfal Parent, 
Whofe is that Hand? Does Mercy dwell in Heaven \ 
I'll gaze no more— — Oh ! hide me in thy Bofom, "; 
Left nfiy Brain turn, and 1 run mad forever. 

CoNSTANTiNE afide. 
Sure this is more than Fancy ; more than Fear ! 
They are the Words of Fate f Awake ; look up: 
All ihall be well. But thefe, the Sons x>t Riot, 
Whofe bold Intemperance haih-alarm'd you thus, 

ShaH they not feci my Rage ?-^Be fure ye fhall i 

The Vengeance of -my Love. 

[Turning back, as if fpiuUng Uihem^ 

FULVIA. • 

And can their Groans, 
When Life is on the Rack, and ftrdch'd with Pain, 

• - ' Tbeif 
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Their Tortures cafe my Heart ? Think you, thcfc Tears 
(I would reflrain theio) flow for their Intemperance? 
Does not this Wildnefs, this Diftrafiion tell you. 
What my Tongue cannot utter ? 

CaNSTANTINE. 

If the Danger 
Be mine alone, and aim hot at my Love, 
Let it defcend in Tlianders on my Head; 
Let it appear in any other Form, 
Than in thy Griefs ! — There my Soul finks in Weak* 

nefs' ■ 
And in thy F<»rs I feel my Heart a Coward. 

FULTIA. 

And yet, a littk longer, hear ! Oh ! hear tntl 

Is there not one among our Chriftian Chiefs, 

Loyal as bravo ; the rifing Hope of Rome ; 

The Glory of the War, die Soldier's Praife, 

The Sod of all their Adions ? Would you give them 

A General worthy of them j or in War 

To lead them on to Conqueft, or in Peace 

With liberal Spirit to reward their Toils, 

Give the Command of the Praetorian Cohorts 

To your AuR£LiAN, and in him alone 

You place a Guard of Vhtwes round your Perfon. 

CONSTANTINE. 

Oh! why thofe Tears ? You do not need their Aid 
To bid my Heart obey you. Coul^ you doubt, 
(I muft reproach you) could you doubt your Power, 
And did you doubt my Love? But theReqtieft 
Js due to ttiy Au&EtiAi^, add to Friendfhip. 

Enter Maximian. 

Maximian. 
Friendftiip! A Commerce between Fools and Knaves 
Of fordid Flattery, and wcaVLBeYve\vv\!j,. 



^^.\ 
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Had not the gracious Gods in Mercy fav'd you— ^ 

£7V CONSTANTINE, 

FtJtViA* 

SavM him J Frotn what? 

Maximiak. 
His Friends: From the dire Schemes 
Of deepeft Hell ; for where, where elfe can Trealbn, 
That aims its Daggef at the Life of Princes, 
Where elfe can it inhabit ? 

FuLriA. 
Sir! of Treafon! 
That aims its Dagger at the Life of Princes ! 

CoNSTANTINE. 

Why do you thus opprefe hf r Sex's Weaknefs ? 
You fright her gentle Spirit into Frenzy. 

FULVIA /d CONSTAKTINB. 

Now let me claim your Prdmife. Let Aureliai^ 
Command the Palace-guards : Let him aflemble 
All who are firm to Honour and Allegiance, 
All who are true to Loyalty. 

Maximiak. 

Aurelian! 
Command the Palace^guards ! 

FULVIA. 

Is he not honeft ? 
Why do you ftart ? Is he not true to Honour ? 
Does he not love my Lord i Is he not loyal f 

Maximiak. 
So I once thought Margellus. He feen/d honefti 
Of Honour much he talk'd; of Friendfhip much; 
(He was Aurelian's Friend) and much of Loyalty; 

O CoNSTANTiNE, thy Clcmcncy of Temper 

How has it been abus'd ! Now, Sir, let Juftice . 
AiSiime a firmer Spirit. As for me^ 

TW 
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Tfao' my own Blood were tainted ; tho' the Child 
Of all my Love — ^ihouid ihe fall oiF from Goodnefs, 
In fpite of Nature's powerful Throbbings here. 
This Hand fliould vindicate thy Wrongs and mine, y 

CONSTANTINE. 

What ftrange Infinuation 1 Can a Father 
Delighted view fuch Images of Horrouri^ 
No more, my Lord, of this myfterious Language-- 

Enter Albinus. 
Or you, AlBiNUS, give me all the Story ; 
Its every Circumftance, its deepeft Guilt. 

Albinus. 
My Lord Maximian 

CoNSTANTINE. 

Whydo'ftlookathim? 
Why with that Air of Anger and Reproach ? 

Albinus. 
Becaufe it better had become his Wifdom^ 
To thank high Heaven in Silence for your Safety, 
Than thus to rend your Heart, where it muft feel, 
Moft fenfibly, the Pangs of Love a^d Friendihip. 

CONSTANTINE. 

Friendfhip and Love! Why are they nam'd with 

Tray tors? 
In iny AuRStiAN's FriendAip for Marcelivs, 
T feel for his Diftrefs. But why my Love i 
They did not dare— 'tis impiou;s to believe it— — 
They did not dare to violate, that Temple, 
Where Virtue dwells with Beauty. But Marceilus— . 
What had his Age, his Wifdom with fuch Crimes ! 
Could his Ambition ?— No, fome fecret Villain 
Of bolder Hopes-— By Heaven, that Look confirms it ! 
Oh ! give him to my Rage, my Vengeance give him; 
The Juftice of my Love* 
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FuLviA afiie. j '.^ 

Alas! my Father i ^ 

GONSTANTINE /^FuLVlA. 

Why do you tremWe thus? Why docs yotir Eye : 
Melt into Tears ? Thy HufbandVLove is rotund thee J 
Mis Arms thy foft Security. AtBiNCS, 
Give me his Namej nor let me alk again. 

Albiwus* 
There is, my Lord— Why is it mine to name him?— » 
tn horrid Violation of all Faith> 
Allegiance, Gratitude* ■ ■ 

FuLViA /<? ALBlNtJS. 

• « 

Albinus, ftop 
This dreadful Preparation. Hear him not \ 

[Ti? CoNSTAKTiNErf 

Or, ere you hear, refolve no Aft of Blood 
Shall ftain this D^y of Triumph. Oh ! let Mercy 
Add to its piqus Joys an holier Sacrifice^ 
ThancoiiJd we fet Arabia's Hills on Fire, 
And waft their mingled Odours up to Heavefl; 

CONSTAKTINB. 

Each Moment that delays my juft Refentment, 
Is a new Wrong, an Injury to thee. 

[Turmng to AibinuI 

- . - - Albinus. - . . ^ 

My Lord — »— ' 

CONSTANTINB- 

No more; nor trifle with my Angen 
Albinus. 
Then hear— O Virtue, Honour, hear it not!— 
This Tray tor's Name—this Traytor is— tAureLian. 

CONSTANTINE* 

Ye facred Powers of Friendfhip, hover o'er me { 

Maximian, fpeak to my aftonifh'd Spirit f 

My FuiviA, tell me 'tis impoffible : 

Or 
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Or fay, what Crimes, what Hdrrors I've committed. 
That Honour, Wiflom, Virtue (fure Aureli an 
EbflefsM them all) (hould armthemfelves againft me ! 
But (hall the Oaths of Tray tors 5 they, who own'd 
The purposed Guilt of Murder ; fball their Oaths 
Weigh down a Life of Friendfliip? Tell me. Sir, 
(Fori will know) what Hell-invented Arts 
Thus wrong the Man I Iqve i 

Albinus. 

What Arts, my Lord ! 
I hope, my Honefty is undifpeAed. 

CONSTANTINE. 

Who (hall be unfufpeded ? Who is honeft. 
If my Aurelian's falfe? 

Maximian. 

Here, Constantine* 
Thy guardian Genius cries aloud, beware : 
No farther tempt your Fate j inquire no more : 
This is the utmofl: Limit of your Hippineis : 
Here you may ftop with Honour ^ all beyond 
Is Mifery and Shame. 

[Constantine looks at hh^wissy as com-^ 
manding him to fpeak. 

Albinus, 
Sir, I obey you ; 

But *tis a Tale fo full of Fear and Wonder, 
Perhaps, of Falihood too, that I could wifli 
No other Ear might hear it. 

Constantine to Maximian: 
Good my Lord^ 
Leav^ us alone. My Fulvia's gentle Spirit 
Will gladly quit the Scene. One little Hour, 

[Turning to the Emprefs. 

D (How 
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How fadry due to Juftice,/and to Frlendfhtp) 
And all the reft is yours ; is Love's and yours. 

{He Uads her $ta; 
Maximian njuk* 
'Tis now your Caiife^ ye Gods, and fee it profjpers. 

[>fi Maximian is going out^ beJamsJlrMgly 
agitated^ gazing iarneftfy after his Daughter* 
CaNSTANTiNB, objirving it. 
Starting! confus'd! The ftern Ma^^imi an tremble ! 
While from die Eery Fieicenefs of his Eye 
A Look of wild Compaffion at the Empreis 
Shot forth its Softne(s. 

Albinus. 
Tho' Maximian's Manners 
Are of the ftemer Kind, he has an Heart—* 
No Father fofter. To behold his Daughter 
In fuch unwonted Agonies of Sorrow— 

Constantine. 
Oh ! (he is all her Sex's Tenderncfs ! 
I've known her weep to hear a well-feign'd Talc 
Of one, who fell from Honour. If Aurelian— 
If he's a Traytor, are they not moft lovely, 
Thefe pious Sorrows of Efteem and Friendihip ? 

AlBINUS, 

Friendfliip, Efteem, I thought were manly Virtues, 
Too firm for Woma«i's wayward, wandering Spirit. 
But if the Emprefs, Sir.— 

Constantine. 

The Emprefs, Sir f 
Why is flie nam'd ? Why thefe licentious Hints 
Againft her Sex? Say, wherefore is her Name 
Infujtcd with their Weaknefs, with their Frailties ? 

Albinus. • 

Infulted, Sir! Long may you think her virtuous.; 
Long may ibe live untainted, unfufpe£ted. 

Constantine. 
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CoNSTANTINE. 

Untainted ! Unfufpcdled ! Think her virtuous ! 
Roman, take heed. Tho^ I believe thee honeft. 
And love that Soldier's Plainnefs in thy Manners, 
Yet dare not, for thy Life— By my juft Rage, 
Thy Life (hall anfwcr for a Thought, that wrongs herw 

Albinus. 

Sir, I obey you gladly j for I know not 
A greater Curfe to any honeft Heart, 
Than to think ill of others. 

CONSTANTINE. 

in of whom ? 
Not of my Wife ? my Fulvia? Is (he not 
A noble Proof, where Men may fee, and wonder 
At Woman's perfeft Worth ? Still, ftill thy Looks 
Aredarken'd o'er with fome myfterious Mifchief 1 
You are a Chriftisn ; Truth is your Religion ; 
You are a Soldier ; Honour's your Profeffion : 
You were my Father's Friend j he lov'd, cfteem'dl 

you : 
By his great Name, by every facred Power, 
(If aught be facfed now) Allegiance, Honour, 
Let me conjure thee, tell me thy worft Meanings. 

Albinus. 

It was my Senfe of Honour and Allegiance, 
That prompted me thus far. Were I a Courtier, 
I might have learn'd (not thus abrupt and bold) 
With filken Language to have cloth'd my Purpofe. 
But, Sir, I am a Soldier, rough, and iimple. 
And now in plain, blunt Honefty muft tell you ' ■ ■ 
Yet if the diftant Fear can (hake you thus, 
Will not the glaring Certainty of Shame ■ 

D 2 Co^^T K«k-^\^'«.' 
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CONSTANTINE. 

What uninvented, unimagin'd Tortures , 
Have I to dread ? My Heart is on the Rack: 

Albinus. 
Would I could give it Eafe. Alas ! my Lord, 
You faw Maximian 5 faw the Agitation, 
That fliook his Frame. It was the Father's Fondnefs 
Labouring to dlfbelieve. againft Convi£lk>n. 
But fuch the Proofs— fure they were ftrbng indeed^ 
If he condemn'd ; if he could think her guilty. 
And yet a moment's Paiife. There is a Circumftancc? 
That throws its Light — its Light of Hope around us. 
Did fhe this ]\lorning. Sir, the Emprefs afkyou 
To make Aurelian Captain of your Guards ? 

CONSTANTINE. 

She did. 

Albinus. 
Your Wife ! your Emprefs, Sir? your Fulvia F 

CoN5TANTINE. 

What means this paffion'd Repetition ? She ; 
FuLViA ; my Wife. 

Albinus, 
To place him near your Perlbn ? 
Sure, not with much Intreaties ? 

CoNSTANTINE. 

Ves J moft bameft« 
Albinus- 
Then HcU's Intelligence is true. 

Gonstantine- 

Now, tell me. 
Why did youalk? 

Albinus. 
What did I aik, my Lord I 
In this Confufion Memory no longer 
Holds its firm Seat. 
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CONSTANTINE. 

I'll tell you then. You afk'd me. 
Whether my Wife with ftrong Intreatleji prefs'd rhc 
To make Aurelian Captain of my Guards. 

Albinus. 
Oh ! my dear Lord forget it, left th' Idea 
Murder your fweeteft Slumbers, and unfix 
The feated Throne of 'Reafon ; for they fwore, 
(When fure the Soul fpeaks Truth) in Death's laft 

Pangs, 
When wide Eternity was opening on them — 
They fwore your Wife had promis'd, even with Tears, 
With every Art, and Subtlety of Woman, 
To make the bold Requeft. 

Why ? wherefore bold ? 

Albinus. 
I cannot— muft not tell you— Sir, they fwore. 
That his Attendance on your facred Perfon 
Might with more Eafe ; more frequent Opportunity— 

CONSTANTINE. 

Ha ! dare not for thy Soul. One added Thought 
Carries fuchRuin; fuch Perdition with it 

Albinus. 
And yet what Harm, my Lord ? Their frequent Meet-* 

ings. 
No Doubt, were pious ones : to give Succefs 
To our new Faith, and propagate its Doctrines. 
Such as this Morn— but that, perhaps, v^as Zeal ; 
*Twas Friendihip^s Warmth j to tell of your Return. 

CONS^TANTINE. 

What of this MomiJ^g? Where? What frequent 

Meetings ? 

- ♦ 
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Albinus. 
Here in the Palace, two full Hours, at leaft. 
The Emprcfs was in private with AuHelian. 
Jocund he feem'd, as one, who gain'd fome Point 
Of higheft Moment. Doubtlefs, then he urg'd 
Th* unwary Princcfs to this bold Requeft ; 
And fuch his Form ; fuch Shews of manly Virtue— 

CoiJSTANTINE. 

His Form ! Why that deceive Jier ? But this Morn- 
ing- 
See her in private, two long Hours, and more f 
Leave his Command ; leave that officious Zeal» 
With which he ever waited on our Perfon ? 
Leave them ? for what ? For a religious Council ? 
For holy, pious Meetings ? 

Albinus. 

Dear my Lord 

CONSTANTINE. 

She was moft juft j moft faithful to her Promife. 

With more than Woman's Arts 5 with Tears, Diflrae* 

tion; 
With frenzy'd Terrors, with the Shrieks of Murder 5 
With fancy'd Vifions— All ye Powers of Hell, 
Where could fhe learn? Where was fhe prafUs'd 

thus? 

Albinus. 
In Truth, 'tis fomewhat ftrange. Yet ftill, my Lord; 
Appearances, moft probable, are oft 
Moftfalfe. Truth is of fimpler Kind. 
And unperplex'd with Circumftance. Aurelian 
Has every Shew of Worth ; is brave and wife. 
And tho' he lov'jd the Emprefs, 'twas before. 
That Marriage made her yours. 

CONSTANTINE. 

Oh ! well remember'd. 
Yes 5 we were Rivals once, and fure hi's Paflion 

Flam'd 
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FlamM hi^ as mine ; impetuous even to Madnefs. 
He lo\ 'd to Madnefs — for he lov'd like me. 
Fool that I was ; dull Fool. I thought his Friendfhip 
Conquer'd his Love s but, oh ! that Thought how 

vain 
My own Heart proves. Amidft thefe wildeft Tranfports 
My Reafon hates ; my Glory ficken^ at her. 
Yet ftill my Soul's in Love. With lav^fli Tongue 
She dwelt upon his Praife— ** The Soldier's Pride; 
<^ Theiifmg Hope of Rome"— O bluflilefs Wanton ! 
Thy Tears, thy Terrours now want no explaining. 
Nor thofe ftrong Cries for Mercy. 

Albikus. 

Moft amazing ! 
Is^t poffible ! Thefe Tranfports for a Woman ? 
A falfc one too ! To fee you thus afllided 
O'ercomes thy Soldier's Firmnefs. 

CONSTANTINE. 

What Affliaion ? 
Thou fee'ft it not. 'Tis In my Heart ? my Head ; 
'Tis in my Brain. Thro' every beating Pulfe 
Itilrinks my vital Blood. Thro' every Senfc 
It pours the gufhing Sorrow fail upoa>me. 

Albinus. 
Had I fufpeded you could feel it thus. 
Were it not better have conceal 'd her Riots ? 
Herloofeft, moft luxurious 

CONSTANTINE, 

Villain, hold. 
Is this a Scene, and for an Huft)and's Eye ? 
By Hell, thou doft infult me. Hence j begone. 
Yet ftay j thy natural Fiercenefs may aflift me. 
If thou did'ft ever know an Art of Cruelty j 
Or if, from Nature, thou abhor'ft all Mercy, 
Aid my Revenge, and let Aurelian feci 
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Arreft him, feize him, drag him to bis Fate, 
Tbut he may fed, if poffible, the Pangs, 
That rend my Heart. And thou, O Jedoufy^ 
Invok'd, wife from thy profoundeft Hell, 
(To no mean Scenes of Horraur art thou call'd) 
Arife, and with thee bring thy kindred Fiends. 
Revenge and Murder. I'll employ them all. 
Vengeance and Biood ! O Woman ! Woman ! Ven- 
geance ! 

i- [Exesnt. 
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A C T IV. 



Maximian, Albinus. 

Albinus. 

AND yet fuch Horrors Ihavcfill'd hb Heart with/ 
Methihks, eVen I could pity him. Se6 him fbkrt ; 
Diftradlion in his Look, and wildeft Rage 
Even when he weeps, fbt ftill he weeps her Naihe, 
His fofteft TranfpQrt'firMadne&. Then he fweai^. 

As with a Moment's Interval of Reafon, 

'Tis all a Lie, and with a Lover's Rapture 

Talks o'er her Fotm, \ii^v Beautibs, and her Virtue. 

Thefe Intervds of ;^isafqi^(ilay be d}Qge^^ 

AlbwusV 
Rather, like Lightning8:fiafliing'Q'er a Storm, 
They Ihew tl* Danger, .itntf infttrc its Teribui^. 
His Jealoufyj^ fagacious Self-Tormehtor, 
Prevents all farther Witiiel^. Every Look, 
Each trivial Circumftancexif Joy, or' Sadnefs, 
That carelefs Innocence throws oiF tb^ Heart, 
Are now> by pamful Memory, treafur'd up. 
And brought in Proof witft Srhadows, with Sufpicions^ 
I/ight as aiMadmax/s Dreaming^; 

Maxim I An^ 

But ^UREJLlA)|-«>-^ 

^ ^ . » . ■ * 
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Albinus. 
Struck with Woftder, 
He (aw th' imperial Order to arreft him ; 
Then cried— *<0 Const antine, moft gracioUsMafter* 
** The Hand of Blood is on thee, and Aurelian — 
«« It was my Guilt conceal'd the fatal Secret ; 
*« I am indeed thy Murderer/* While the Soldiers 
Stood wondering round ; I took him at his Word, 
And call'd him Murderer ; with a chofen Party 
Then diiagg'd him to his Dungeon. 

Maximian. 

There to lie. 
Where never Sun-beam pierc'd the folid Gloom, 
Where rattling Chains, and Doors, dtat grind the Hmfft 
To let in new Diftrefs, make hideous Concert. 
There let my Vengeance find him. But Albinus, 
The Emperor muft not fee his Wife. 

Albinus. 

Hefhallnot. ; ■ 
We will not truft his Weaknefs, or her Power. 

Maximian. 
I will not truft his Rage. Bo not his Paffions 
Start from his Soul in Tempeft^ ? Should he kill her — 

Albinus; 
My Lord, he dares not fee her. Look, hecome$. 
Defpair, and Grief, and Shame — ^No deeper Darknefe - 
Dwells on the Face of Night, than on his Heart.^ 
Stand and obferve him : here. 

Enter Coif ST AiJTiKE. 

CONSTANTINE. 

Is there no Cure 
For Ills like thefe ? No wt>tid^rous Art to heal 
Thefe Agonies of Senfe ? To endlefs Ages 
M^l^'d o«t a Thing of Vilencfs— Oh ! my Heart !— 
I muft not dare to name i ShaU all my Glories— 

Tl^ey 
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They arc already loft —My Honours, Triumphs, 

ioft by a Woman's FaUhood. I, who thought her 

The Excellence of Virtue, as of Beauty j 

That no unhallowM Thought— Q Wonvm 1 Wpman ! 

Tainted her Breaft— to me fo icy chafte. 

My Love's pure Kifs was cold upon her Lip ; 

Even then her hot Imagination glow'd 

With lewd, luxurious Wiflies. Hell and Devils f 

Maximian. 
If Duty, Sir, and Friendfhlp may approach you ■ 

CoNSTANTlNE talking to hlmfelf. 
Her Death— What can her Death 1 Oh] poor At- 

tonement 
jFor what I feel — a thoufand Deaths at once. 

• Seeing Maximian. 
Where is my Wife ? my Wife ! O Memory, 
Reflexion, Reafon ; ye were given to heal 
The wounded Spirit, not increafe its Anguifli. 
But tell me, how (he looks. Her ^ded Cheek -— 
Has it not loft that holieft Blufli of Innocence ? 
Bear with my Weaknefs — ^There was once a Time, 
Had Virtue worn the perfe£lForm of Beauty, 
Or doath'd it in an Angel's Robe of Radiance, 
It would have look'd like her; Is flie not changM ? 
Is Ihe not alter'd much ? Hafte, bring her hither. 

[To ALBiKua. 

I will myfelf, mark the firft Starts of Shame ; 
The guilty Colours, that muft taint her Cheek. 

Albinus afide. 

Oh ! would he ftab her now, and give our Caufe, 
With fomf what better Grace, to call him Tyrant. 

[ExU. 
Const ANTiNE to Maximian, as be is going out. 
Come back, my Lord, you fball yourfelf be Witnefi, 
Tho' my fijcm Nerves will trembkjvi^hen I fee her> 
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And my Eye ftart with Horrour, yet unheard 
She fhall not be condcmn'd. ' "^ 

Maximian. 

Has a Father's Love 
Condemn'd his Child, and were the Proofe fo Weak 
To need a fecond Trial ? Then, my Lord, 
Is your Heart firm ? Its Beatings all feciir'd ? 
Her Eye ftill holds its Luftrc -, Beauty ftiU 
Grows frefli upon her Cheek. When (he (hall weep. 
When (he (hall wind her Sorrows round your Heart, * 
When L#ove's foft Language, melting from her Lip, 
Charms yoii to hear, to pity, to believe her, r 

Your Soul may in its Rage reproach, upbraid her. 
And in its Rage forgive her./ • -r 

CONSTANTINE. 

Ha ! Forgive her ! 
The yery Thought is Infult. Oh ! fliould Mercy, 
Faireft of heavenly Beings, defcend to Earth, 
Such as, when pfFering to the Throne of .Grace, 
The Sins of Human-kind, (he weeps their Pardon, 
Here (he (hould weep in vaiti. 

Maicimian ajide. 

This only Means, — ^ 

Ye Powers, inftrucH;, aflift me to preferve her. 

Your own, beft Gift. Biit, Sir, her Fate is mine. 

And (hould (he die by afty otKer Hand, 

My great Revenge were loft. Could a Plebeian 

Affume a Noblenefs, his Birth denied him. 

And kill his only Child, his lov'd Virginia, 

To favc the humble Honours of his Houfe ? 

And (hall Maximian's Name be ftain'd with VHen^fs; 

Thro' Ages tainted with a Wailtbii's Frailty, . . * 

And (hall he truft his Vengeance to another i 

Cpnstanti'ne., ' 

There is a faVage Ju(|ice itx thy Piirpofe > 

Horridly pleafmg. I allow your ClaimV 



C O N S T A N T 1 N E. 45 

But will you, Sir, bt faithful to your Truft i 
Search deep into the bofom'd Seats of Pain, 
Where Life refides ? Wilt thou, when Art grows tir'd. 
Renew it$ languid Rage ? When the keen Senfe 
Grows 4^11 \yith fufFering, wilt thou wake its Feelings 
Thro' every trembling Nerve ? Wilt thou do this ? 

Maximiaij afide. 
My Lord,, I will. Dear Nature, hear it not^ 
Or fee the pious Meaning pf my Vow. 

CONSTANTINE. 

Then take her to your Wrath ; enjoy her Pangs, 
And charm me with the Story. If the Story 
(Return, my LordJ can charm me, fure the Sight _ , 
Will give a fierce Delight, a gloomy Tranfport, 
I will^aflift you. Sin Our mutual Wrongs 
Shall animate, infpire, relieve each other. 
Vary her Pains, and draw them flowly out. 
Then both together ftrike one Roman Blow, 
And both run mad for ever. 

Maximian kneeling to Constantine. 

Here, my Lord, 
Behold me kneel ; this Knee, that never bow'd 
But to imperial Jove, fupremeof Gods, 
And him, the fire-ey'd Power of War, Oh ! hear me. 

CoX«$TANTIN£. 

No i every. Moment, that hath feen her wrong me. 
Impatient waits for Vengeance. 

EnUr FuLVi A behind. 

FULVIA. 

Ha ! for Vengeance ! 
My Father oft his Knee ! Then all'^ difcoverU 
Now to preferve him, or to (hare his Fate. 

She kneels on the other J/V^ ^Constantine. 
Maximias jftarts and ri/es. 
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FULVIA. 

Mercy— not Juftice, is the Throne of Princes ; 

For what is Power, tho' boundlefs and almighty f 

A Deity of Aweftilncfi and Fear. 

But in the Whirlwind of its Wrath, when flies 

The burning Shaft, if Mercy's faving Hand 

Arreft its Flight ; then, then we kneel and wor(hip> 

And mix our Praife with Gratitude and Love. 

Const ANTiNE u Maximian. 
Did (he not talk of Heaven, and heavenly Beings [ 

FULVIA. 

Not hear ! Not look upon me ! VlTiat's my Crime ? 
To aflc his Life ? The Author of my Being ? 
Is this a Fault f Then why, great Parent Nature, 
Why haft thou pour'd, with fuch abundant Hand, 
Thy filial InftinSs thro' the Vaft of Air, 
The howling Defart, and the Ocean Stream I 
Is he not ftill my FatW I tho' his Crimes 
Be fuch as Constantine alone can pardon ; 
For Constantine is furethe Prince of Mercy. 

Constantine. 
Is it in all the Stories of her Sex 
To make this poflible t Accufe her Father f 
Add Parricide to Shame ? 

Maxim IAN. 

She has difcover'd. 
By fome dark Means, that all her Guilt is known. 
And confcious, that in me (he muft expert 
A Roman Father's Wrath, flie woul^ deftroy 
The Obje6l pf her Fears. Then boldly hopes 
To win the Heart of Love to hear her Vows, 
To doubt, believe, forgive. 

FULVIA. 

Oh ! Sir ! 



CONSTANTINE. 47 

Maximian. 

Away. 
My Soul diiclaims ; thy Father knows thee not. 

FULVIA. 

Take ; take my Life ; 'tis yours ; I here refign 
Th' unhappy Gift j but, Oh ! in Pity fpare ' 
My Innocence j my yet untainted Name. 
Let not our holy Matrons hate my Memory, 
Or the light Wanton dare, by my Example, 
Indulge her Wanderings, By my Mother's Virtue— • 
She was her Sex's Chaftity and Honour 
Will flie not rife in Horrourfrom her Tomb, 
Fill the wild Air with fhrieking, and demand 
Her much-wrong'd Daughter's Fame ? 

CorrSTANTINE tO MaXIMIAK. 

Bid them drag forth 
Ling'rmg in Death, frefh-bleeding from the Rack f 
Then fitted for the Arm», the bafeAuRELiAN 

[£xrV Maximian* 
Oh ! all ye Powers immortal, fee (he ftarts 
At Mention of his Name. Spite of her Art, 
Spite of the defperate Spirit of her Sex, 

• _ 

When firft furpriz'd in Guilt, th' unwilling Blufh 
Glows on her Cheek, and flaihes from her Heart. 

FULVIA, ^ 

No more of Tears; no more of Woman's Weaknels* 

In her own Strength my Soul fhall take her Flight 

Above my Sex's Weaknefi. True, I ftarted 

At Mention of his Name, for then I faw, 

Firft faw, the dreadful Train of Death and TreaioQ, 
That fpreads around your Life, your Fame, your Empire. 

CONSTANTINE. 

For me thy Fears ? My Danger ? For my Fame ? 
Swear it— Oh ! could'ft thou fwear, 'till I bcliev'd thee ! 
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FULVIA. 

Oaths would debafe the Dignity of Virtue, 

Elfe I could fwear by Him, the Power, whb doth'd 

The Sun with Light, and gave yon ftarry Hoft 

Their chaf^e, unfuUied Luftre ; by the Fire, 

Which burps unceafing on that facred Altar, 

Where firft — O Memory — our Loves were plighted— 

CONSTANTINE. 

If you have aught to plead but Oaths and Tears^ 
Let me not kill thee uncondemn'd/ unheard. 
Anfwerme: Speak; unhefitating /peak— • 
How hisNamc trembles on my Tongue — Aurelian-^ 
When did you fee him laft ? 

FULVIA. 

This Morning, Sir ^ 
SQme Hours ere your Return* 

CoNSTAN'TlNfe. 

Why ? Wherefore fee him t 
What! for fome holy, fome religious Purpofe t 
Or was it to rejoice for my Rj^m i 

FULVIA. 

No, thou Infulter, no. For thy Return ! 

What has it brought me home, but Wrongs and Outrage l 

Yet for AuRELlAN*s Sake-—* - 

CONSTANTINE. 

Ha! For his Sake! 
FutviA. 
Sure not for thine, who dare infult |iic thus, 
I condefcend to tell you, that he came 
In Loyalty — in Friendfhip, to inform me 
Of fuch intended Horrors— that the Sword, 
Which ten fucceffive Emperors had worn— 
Our firft gteat C jes ar wore it, and with Glory 5 
For with it Honour, Viftory, and Fame 
Were girded on his Thigh 

CoNSTANTINE» 
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CONSTANTINE. 

You do not mean 
The Sword I gave Maximian ! Did I not — 
Tho' then I ntark'd it. not, yet furc I faw 
Au R E L I A N. wear it. Was it not a Pledge 
Of Friendlhip to ypur Father ? Did he give it- 
Why? For what Purpofe, give it to Aurelia^n? 

FULVlAi 

O dire Neceffity ! But I muft tell ypu. 
Fierce in RjefenCpnent of jroUr late Refufal, 
Andbuniing t6 refume Jh' Imperial Throne, 
Unwillingly refigp'd— r — O, tell me, Nature, 
How to proceed — —may I invoke.thy Name, 
And call my tFather Murderer ? Shall his Child 
,Open the bloody Volume of the Law, 
Her V^e call fort^ the Miin^ers of Juftlce ! 

CONSTANTINE, o/itie. ^ 

Maximiak's Plots were ever ftain'd \vith Bloodi 

His de(perate Afl&bt^% his Refentment 7- 

jBiit to accufe bis Daughter f Can her Shame-^ — " 
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For it m^ bfeak my Heart— -—^n6t torture his i 

FULVIA. 

Look thro* my Life ; is there a Witnefs there. 
To vouch this Guilt againft me f Or can Natur# 
At once ftart forward to th' Extremes of Vice f 
tx)ok thro! the Days ; thro* every tender Hour, 
Since firft our Loves began ; did not my Heart 
Number with thine its- Beatings ? All its Joys 
I fhar'd with you ; its Sorrows were my own. 
Are thefe the Proofs of Falfliood ? Even in Juftice 
Reflcd upon Aurelian's early Worth 

CONSTANTINE. 

Take heed; be cautious ; for you tread on Fires. 

E F\i\.N\K^ 
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FULVIA. 

Is not his Life a Copy, drawn from yours. 

By Fricndfhip's warmeft Han({ ? You were his Fame^ 

His Glory, his Ambition, even his Virtue. 

When late the Sword of Wsar, with fwift Defcentv 

Was Ming on your Life, did not Avrelian 

Oppofi: his Bofom to the Stroke I Is this. 

Is this to be a Traitor? This his Crime? 

CoNSTANTINE. 

'Tis facred Reafon all, and heavenly Truth. 

If (he be felfe — — how innocent (he looks ! — 

I'he Sun is made of Darknefs, and the Stars, 

Are rayle^ as the Duft. If {he be falfe. 

Then rfeavcn, that poiir'd thefe ^ufand Graces round 

her, 
Marrs its own lovelieft Workj iffii iiiocks all Truth* 
Oh ! FuL VIA, whither ha3 rty Heart been wandering 
From Love and Friendfliip ; Happinels and Thee-? 
But Love, impatient to refume his Blifs, 

[Embracing her. 
Ruihes, with wonted Tranfports, to thy Arms, 
Nor will he coldly wait to afk Forgivenefs ; 
But in the calmer Temper of my Joys, 
1 will implore, and kneel, and weep for Pardon,. . 
Svi^earing by Beauty's Power, no Thought hereafter. 
Of curfed Jealoufy, or bafe Sulpicipn, 
Shill ftain thy brighteft Image in my Heart* 

FULVIA. 

Again I melt to Tears ; the gufliing Rapture, 
Uhutterable elfc, breaks forth in weeping. 

Be thefe Embraces — -Oh I hclievc them chafte ones 

My worft Refentments j thefe the only Marks 
I e'er (hall think, my Lord was once unkind. 

CoK- 
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CONSTANTINE. 

• • • 

Thou Wonder of all Goodnefs, as of Beauty ! 
But now, even now^ periiaps, my befl Aureli aK«"*^ 
O Tyrant, favage Const antine— thy Friend 
Expiring lies in Death. Albinus, 

j^»/^^ AiidiNUS. 

Hafte; 
Fly i Briiig him to my Arms ; tho' Shame, Confiifion^ 
' And fearful Friendfhip dire not hope for Pardon, 
My Futvi A-^She (hall aflc Forgivenefs for me. 

Albinus. 
Whom £baU I bring, my Lord ? 

Constantino. 

Whom thou haft wron^'d i 
whom 1 have injured. Him, to whbm I oWe 
My Life, my Love. Why lieed I name Au&c 1 1 an t 

AlJbiiI^us. 
My Lord, Ax)REiiAN*s fled 

CdNSTANTlNB. 

Ha! fled! 

AtBINUS; 

This Mornings 
'Tis thought to Italy ; foon as he heard 
Marcellus, by your Orders, was arretted. 

FULVIA. 

'Tis falfe ; he is not fled. Why fhould he fly i 
His Innocence— i—^ 

CONSTANTIKE. 

Oh ! FuLVi A, was he innocent ? 
Whence then his Flight ? 

Albinu^. 
My Lord, we found this Paper 
In his Apartment Seeing the Addrefs, 
We did not dare to open it. 
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CONSTANTINB. 

« To the Etn^refe^ 
^hyilibuldhe writeto'Her? What direful OmiSii, 
What Prefage this, thstt on my trembling Limbs . 

Hangs thefe cold> fearful Df ops ! . - 

[Reads y then lets the Paper drof, 

FULVIA. 

What Paffion thus 

. ■ «. . . 

Shakes ybfur firm Frartie ? YoiiirEye, now fix'fi in Horr|u^> 

Stands motiohlefe ; and now its ftraining Senfc 

>Starts into Wildnefs ! Whence that rending Sigh 

Of vehement Diftrefs ! .. ; 

Constantino. 

Awayj begone. 

Tliere's Magic in thy Touch. 

FULVIA. 

My L#ofd ! my Constantino f 
' Constantine, /^Albinus. 
Tear off her Hold ^ my Senfes cannot bear her. 

Th' Infedion— ^now it rifes to my Brain ! 

Charms, Poifons, Incantations lare about her. 
The Sorceries of Beauty. [^Exk. 

JUL-VIA. ■ VTaAingituf, 

Ha ! This Paper 

Now your Decrees, ye Fates j then learn to bear theai. 

Reads, 

*« It is refolv*d. No human Aid can fave him. 

... * 

" And Constantine muftdie. This Night he dies/ 

1 [Throws away the Paper. 

Ye Powers, fhall this Intelligence be loft? •. . 

Angels, and Ye, who guard. the Throne of Princes^ 

This^Night,;bewatchfuI p'e|:your facred Charge 4 

This Nigfit, wifh ftronger Pinions, hover o'er him. 

Let not Ambition, or Revcqg^^ approach liim. ;^ .. 

^J>loV9f now, they enter 5 now they ryfh upon bim« 

Ye 
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Ye con(cious Stars, that view the Impious Scene, 
Dart all your baleful Influence, and bl^ 
Von lifted Arm. But^ oh ! .th^ confcious Stars, 
The finiling fiends, and weeping^ Angels fee it— — 
'XTie Lord of Empire dies. 

[Falls imo the Arms of her AttenianiSy 

- AlBikits, afidt. 

Now, by the God« 
Who tbqs infpirds her, 'tis a glorious Vtliori^ 
Methlnks, I fee it too. ' 

Maximi'an. 
' '^ ' • ' .Whe're is the Emperor i 

Retired to his Apartment ? ' 

' Yes, my Lord. 

' Ma^imian. 
Retir'd? alone ? What hinder^ then, At bin us. 
But that I riifh upon him, and at once 
Strike for Revenge and Empire t How th' Idea 
OldW&khro* my Blood. My Rage already ftabs him. 

Albinus. 
My Lord, another Hour 

Maximian. 

Another Hour \ 
Wkai^.! tTo behold my Daughter at my Feet, 
Imploring me to fave her Fame, her Innocence ! 
Thou canft not judge of Nature's Wqrki^igs here. 
Thou haft no Child. Shame, Indignation, Pity- 
But they fhall now be fatisfied with Vengeance. 

[ Going out to Coii ST AH T IS E*s Apartment. 

E 3 Kvftx* 
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Albikus. 
Who waits tjierc ? 

j^nifT Officers^ ice. 
{Guards arreft the Prince Maximxak. 

Maximian. 

Arreft me. Villain I Ha I Thou double Trajrtor I 
Soldiers, I charge you^ bear nie |d the Emperor. 

Albinus. 
Behold th' Iifigerial Signet, and obey it. 
Or Woe upon your Lives. This Inftant bear him 
To his Apartment. 

[TZjf Guardf carry pff'MAXiuiaSn 
This the pnly Means 
To iave htm ftoni himfelf ; bis own wild Temper, 
I now am equal Matter of the Fat^ . 
Of bodi thefe Princes, If tb' Im^rial Throne—^ 
Suppofe ip yaf ant-f--7RoM£ hath feen her Emperors^ 
And of no Godlike Strain. O Fortune, Fortune ! 
If I durft follow, where thy Favour lead g ' i f ^ 
Pown, down, thou fwelling Spirit, proud Ambitio%. 
f^QT let (by wandecing Fires miflead my Reafiuu 
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Fifth ACT. 



Mastjmian, and A l b i N u s. 

Albinus, 

YOy fee the ftrong Ncceffity. 
Maximian. 

I do. 

And thank thy friendly Care, 

Albikus, 
' That Moment's Raibneis^-^ 
It was not lefs, my Lord — with fure Deifaru£lton 
Had blafted all our Hopes. But now your Fprtune 
Comes fmiling forward. All your Friends cngag*d 
To catch th' Alarm, and fpre^id its Terroi^ rounds 
I have difpatchM Marcel lus to the Legi^u, 
To hold them firm, and promife them fiich Prefents--* 

Maximiak. 
Larger than Nero gave \ with the rich Plunder 
Of this new Town, its Temples, Shrines, and Saints, 
And all their Worfliippers. B^t why Marcellus? 
A Truft of fuch In^portaiipe 1 — ^Wby a Chriftiafli ? 
A Traitor fo his Qountry, and i^ Qod$. 

Albinus. 
You know, my Lord, hQW numerous thefe Enthuftafts 
TJiro* all our Troops j yo^ know his Influence o'er them. 
My Life upon his Truth ; or were he falfe. 
He cQuld not hurt qs now. The Palace ours, 
1^ fleeping CoN^T antine, and<---f»hark, my Lord, 
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Ate not die Gods, who Toll thefe zyfM Sounds^- ^- - 
Are they iiot ours ? 

Maximian. 
Yes ; ''fis Ae Voict of Jo V ^ 
Speaking bi$ own Omnipotence. Agai^ 
That Peal of Glory ! Thefe well-omen'd Thunders* 
Like Drunis and Trumpets in the Diay of Bi^ttle, 
Shall drown the Cries of Death. 

Albinus. 

Seize the glad Onreii^. 
There lies your Way to Empire, and to Fame. 
Go i ^nd return in Emperor. ^ 

Maximian^^ 

An Emperor ! 
Ohr ! for a Momenf , to enjoy th' Idea. 
To fee the Roman Senate, once the I^fead, 
The Gods, of Earth • to fee the Haughty Flatterers^ 
As infolent, as abjefl, kneel before me ; 
Then^ with a Look to kill ; like Gaius Mariu^s, 
To nod a Senator to Death, or Exile—— 
AUREIXAN, then thy Perfidy- — — 

Albjnus. • 

My Lord-i"r4 
MaximiAnt. 
I thank thee, FriencI ; it was an idle Raptarc, • ' • 
3Bat yet tranfporting too. Nowj fare thee well. 
Tho' my Heart's high in Hope, yet fliould I fail, • 
Be jhis our.laft Embrace — 

• " * * 

My Lord ; my Sovcrfeigri^..:.;^ 
" '"MaxiiCiian. 
Df Friendfiiip and Eftecm. This pealing Thunder 
Calls me again. Yes, Gontstantinb, I go. - -' 
Xp prove vi^hofe Gods are mightier, yours or mine* 

3 ypur 
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TTour newly fabled Race, or tl^ofe, who rais'd 
Old Rome to Glory. Ha ! Look there Alb in us. 

• 

Dp my Eyes <Ja?!izle,'and my old- Brain turn i 
A ftrcam of fulphurM Fire — Secj where it rolls 1 
And now, 'tis dafli'd by a ftrong Wave of Blood I 
^pe^b'es, and hideous fiends^ and fhapelefs Fprms 
With ghafily Smiles invite me to go on. 
And now they dart their Hiffin^ thro' my jpriint 

Ahhwus. 
Your agitated Fancy-^'tis no more. 
Perhaps, fame wandering Phantoms of the Night. 

Maximian/ 
How little do they know Maximian's Soul 1 
Were all the Crimes of Hum^H-<Kind upon it. 
Thus would I plunge into the burning Wave, 
And bre^ft the fiery Surge, to few my Vengeance^ 

[Exit as fo Const4NTIne's Apartmgjnt. 
Albinus, 

What could it mean! Such ftfo^y hp^jj'jl XWP»^ 
More than Imagination (hook hjs Braille ^ 
3ut all is lUcnt ytt. Ye faju^ Moipcptpxi ^ _, 
That carry Doubt and Fear upon youjf Flighty 
How flowly do ye move ! What Noii^ wW thatf 

Maximjlav. 

Is there Lighti'rb' Chamber? 

No,myl«ord«; - 

' \\t bad nxe leave \^ (p his ^jne,. and Daikods^ 

ALBrFV^. : 

Why this Return \ Was it not mcrft ill-omeo'd I 
l^by did I truft his old, unfmewed Arm ? 
J ought myfelf^it is not yet too late— — 
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Should he awake — ^the double Noife may wake him— 
By all the Gods Maximian's Voice, and loud— - 

Maximian behind the Scenes. 
This for Ambition j this for my Revenge j 
This for my Daughter's Wrongs, 

Albinvs. 

O glorious Sounds ! 
Worthy the Voice of Jorc ! 

Enter Maximian, i/i Sword bloody. 

Maximian. 

'l*is done. Behold 
The Blood, that ere thefe humbler, Chriftian Do£hines^ 
Drew its rich Stream from Jove. 

Albinus. 

All hail^ MaximianT, 
Matter of human Kind ! 

Maximian. 

He ftruggled ftrongly J 
For thrice he rofe, when this old, faithful Arm* 
Not yet by Years, nor Idlenefs enfeebled, 
Thrice ftruck my Vi£lim down ; as in the PicM^ 
When younger Spirits filled my glowing Veins, 
I fmotie^the Gaul, \i4io with gigantick Strength, 
Pefied the Tents of Rome. 

An Aa of Gloryi 
llome's Annals make immortal. But that Sword^ 
AuR Ei»« an gave you in Exchange for yours. 
Left in the Bed, beyond a thoufand Witnefles 
Will pfTOve the Deed upon him \ then, at Leifure, 
Under the legal Forms of Public Juftice* 
You may command ^is Deai|thf 

Max- 
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Maximian. 

I'll leave it there. 
I broug|ht it forth, to fee what richer Drops 
Fe4 the proud Heart, whpfe Infolence once aw^d me^ 
Whofe Spirit tow'r^d above me« Oh ! Albinus^ 
I am almoft aihamM, even yet, to tell you. 
How oft, as if in fome fuperior Prefence, 
My Soul hath bow'd before him, and |ny Blood 
|lun aw-ftruck to my Heart. 

Albikus. 

Well has this Nighf 
Itepaid his Infolpnce, But now, my Lord, 
Retire to Reft, and when th' Alarm begins. 
Be not too fuddenly awak'd. Then rouze you 
In all your wonted Majefty. Afliime 
Th' Imperial Purple, as your proper Rights 
And join, with pious 2real, the Public Sorrows^ 
Order his Funeral with a Pomp of Honours^ 
^Vnd rank him with the Gods, 

Maxii^jAn. 

This vile DiiTcmbling! 
When (hall my Soul refume its native Greatnefs I 
And yet Tiberius bluJSi'd; even Nero wept. 
And mightieft Caefar, in his Height of Empire, 
Trembled, wkh Art, before die Roman Talker* 
S^te of tbefe great Examples, let Maxii^ian 
Riic like the Sun, and hold his Courfe of Glo^^ 
With Majefty unclouded, unbbicur'd* 
Then fliew at Evening, like the fetting God, 
A latter Orb, tho' with )e^ If eft it ibine* 



C-Pfi^ 



Alb^nus. 
This is the Hour of Rf^ft; bqt iK>t for pie ; 
Not 'till another Death fecure my Safety. 



Tko. 



<?~ 



1 
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This fond old Man, fiia ! foB ani idle Tear, 
Drop'd forna Woman's ty-: cr8;et my Services. ^ 
She muft not Kvc^-why (hoiuld tKc ;v; ^tchfcdlive? 

[Looking <4 hir tnUring, 
And liflEli thou art-^^a very Wretch inde^. 
But thou art near the End of thy 4ffii£lionsi 

^ f ulvi'a, Cornelia, 

CaElNXl.IA^ 

Th«y ware die Qro^il?^ of Death, its iharpeft Pan^^ 
And, wafted ombe hollow Glo^m of Nigh^ • r _ rr 
Broke thro' th' affrighted Aja^. , - . : - , . 

t FULYIA. . ' 

Ttf^il,theti,CoiiN£LiA|. .- 

The Majefty of Na,tions, aad their Praife, 
Expiring. groan'd in Deatb J ji^t ije^ven, could rpll- j 
Its idle Noife, andthe pale.i^§^t;HiQgsflafl!i'4^ ^ - 
Their harmlefs Fires ; perhftps, with impious Ligixt^ ,* 
DirciSled to the Deed. He 4ie4, (?ornelia. 
And thoi^t lu&Fu|.Y;iA falfe, 

, . , j^h I yet retire. . ..a 

As we advance among thefe p^ihleft.Teixors,^^ . ' , - 
Your Eye gr6W9> wilder, ^ ilt ilrgfeoi) P«mtiflgBf ^,r ^ 
Your quick Breath heaves, ShawWiyott fte 2L^VlP^xiif. 

Will not Imagination catich:jt$Hbixdrs, : ;> 

Strike the w^k Senfe, and fright it into Madncis; \\ \ C 

No ; my Cornelia, no. I'll not run mad. 
What the' my Brain's oh Fire ; 'my glowing Eyes 
Juft ilartjrigrTrom their Orfcsj and eVcry Senfe ' J ' ^ 



i -^ .^ ^ ^ t ^ ^ 4 * . J 
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Coftfus'd and wild, yet why fhoidd I run mad ? : 

*Tis not to tear this Hair ; to fluiek with Pain^ 
To rend thefe Eye-balls frpm their bleeding Rings, 
And dafh them raylefs to their native Earth, 
That can exprefs my Griefs. Why, then, run mad ? 

CoRNELJAt 

Ye pitying Powers—— 

FULVIA. 

You talkM of pathlefs Terror^. 
Is not Defpair my Guide, and fee, CoR n e l i a^ 
Faithful it points to yonder open Door, 
There Treafon enter'd j there the Man of Blood-^*. 
And there Fll enter too. ^ 

Blood! Blood! Cornelia. See the gory Steps, 
Where Murder ftalk'd along. Now, now, ye Powers 
In Mercy, Juftice, Anger, Pity, ftrike 
This Head devoted ; left in defperate Frenzy, 
I fliould give Way to Horror, and perform 
The ever damning Deed of Self-Deftrudion. 

£ntsr AtBiKUs. 

Cornelia to Al3inus. 
If you have ever known,^ where Pity dwells. 
That drops the tender Tears o'er others' Woe^ } 
If you've an human Heart, oh ! Sir, affift me. 

FuLviA breaking away from Cornelia* 
Or as you feem a Daemon of the Night, 
Prefiding o*er the Terrors, you have raisM, 
If you know aught of my lov'd Lord, Oh] teH me j 
If you are privy to his Death, Oh ! tell me. 
Give me his mangled Corfe, deform'd with Wounds, 
Befmear'd with Blood, ^nd Death's own Palenefs on it, 
ril o'er it play a Scene of fuch wild Sorrows 



di. C ON S TAN TIN R 

Such Frenzy, fuch Diftradion, as {hall charm yoi^ 
To (bed a human Tear, and think of Pity. 

Albinus. 

Of that I queftion. But my prefent Hours 

Have other Cares. This Night your Lord, your Eni* 

peror 
Began to be immortal. Ere he went 
To take his Throne among his kindred Gods, 
(We (hall to-morrow deify his Virtues) 
He left a Prefent for his much-Iov'd Fult ja j 
That noble Choice of Death. 

Enter a Soldier with a Dagger and a Bowl of Poifin. 

FULVIA, 

Oh ! truly welcome. 
Thou Freedom of the Soul, at whofe great Bidding 
Th' immortal Spirit wings its gladfome Way, 
Throws oflF its Earth, and fports without its Weight 
In yonder Fields of Light. There mine, perhaps. 
May meet my Lord, cloth'd with ethereal Brightnelsi 
How the World fhrinks, with all its vaft Ambition, 
}ts little Greatnefs at a Thought like this. 

[Taking the Bowl, 
Now, thou immortal Spirit of my Lord, 
In whatfoever Orb of Light enthroned. 
Look down upon me, your fufpeded FuLVi a. 
This to our fecond Nuptial Day in Heaven. 

[As Jbe is going to drink Const antine enters 

with AuRELiAN, Marcbllus. {ffa 

[Guards feize Albinus. 

CoNSTANTINE. 

Is it then given me, ye all-gracious Powers, 
Once more to gaax upon thy Beauty's Wonders f 
While Love— ^for, oh ! the Rage of Jealoufy, 

Even 
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tvcn Madneis felf was Love- ^now covcr'd o*cr 

With Bluihes^ i^ith Confufion, kneels before thee. 

[Heimels. 

FULVIA. 

ReftorM to Life I Can Miracles do this ? 

[CONSTANTINB rifti^ 

*Tis he i 'tis he ! My living Lord, my Emperor ! 
For, ohy my Heart, I feel thy wonted Tranfports, 
Which he alone, the Lord of Love, infpires. 

CONSTANTINE. 

Oh ! excellent in Goodnefi ! My AurexIa v. 
Behold, and wonder at the bright Perfe£tion. 

[To FULVIA. 

He too forgives, O generous Proof of Friendfliip, 
The Outrage to his Virtue. See Marcellus, 
And know my Safety thence. Albinus thought him 
Firm to their Caufe, and fent him to the Legions, 
To gaiil their Strength. He thenCe returned at Night s 
Came by the fecret Way to my Apartment, 
And told to my aftonifli'd Ears fuch Horror s 

Then begg'd, in Proof of his Fidelity, 
To lay a Slave, who was this'Morn condemned, 
in th' Imperial Bed. Maximian's Rage 
Declares the reft. 

FULVIA. 

Maximian's Sir! Maximian'sI 

^ Constantxns pointing to Albikus. 
Hence with that Slave, and bear him to his Fatel 

[Albinus carrhd-^ut^ 

FuLVIA. 

But, Sir, my Father— Speak \ Oh ! Look upon me. 
Oh ! Hear thefe fpeechlefi Sorrows \ hear and pity mew 

Con- 



64 C-O-N S T:A/N T 1 N,E. 

C0N8TA"Nl;iNE* 

With all the fearful Tenflerncfs of Love ; 
With Eyes, that flow in Pity ^ with a Tongue, 
That faulters to ptonounce jt— -r-cart I fpeak it ? 

• * 

The Juftice of th^ WorW demands his Fate* . 

[^jfs commanding htm tofi*^ 
Marcellus, tho* I know th' ungrateful Office-7- . 

FvLViA'ifteelirtg* 
Oh ? for his Sake* th' efefnaiPo^er, of Mercy, 
Who when thy great Heart's quell'd by Age or Sick- 

nefs. 
Shall hear thy Weaknefs, hear thy Cries of Pain, 
Give me my Father's Life. Tliis Day has joined 
My Fame to his Misfortiines. Should he peri(h. 
Oh \ Will it not be faid, that I betray'd him ? 
And; can you, Sir, behold nie ; can you make mq 
A Name of horrid Parricide for ever f 
To all fucceeding Times ? Unnumber'd Ages. 
$hall curfe your FuLVj[A's,Memory. 

[To Marce|.lus» 

Stay ; oh ! ftay. 
1 fee loft Pity drpp the faving Tear-- — -— 

A little Moment Tinore— — ^and Const antine 
Becomes a God c^f Mercy. 

. CONSTANTIK-E* 

Is there a Strength in Man, that can refift 

The Power of Beautj^, when.it pleads its Tcafs* 

Go, my AiJ R E l i X K , and nelieve his Terrors ; 

Sooth his Delpair, hisij^appointed Rage.: 

AfTure him of his Lif^, nor Life alone. 

But grad'd w^itb Ffonors, worthy of our Friendfhip* 

My FPI4V1A fbM :be Miftrefe of his Fate. 

[Exit AVRELl A fH, 

FwtviA. 
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FULVIA. 

Angels of M^rcy, hear the &cred Sounds, ^ \ 

That bid my Father li^e* / 

And thou, O Love, in all thy golden Records, 

For it is thine, prcliarve thi& Aft of Wonder, 

And 9n thy purple Pinions waft it wide 

O'er Earth an4 Heaven, the Glory of tjiy Reign. 

Enter MA7i%m AH art^ Aurelian at the Top. of the 

Stage* 

~yLAXluiAH /peaking as he comes forward. 
Well then ; the Gods baye ptherwife decreed j 
And be it (b. Maximian fliall appear, 
(I thank thee, Jove j the Trial's worthy of me) 
In his own Strength ; fuperior to his Fortune, 
And Cesar's haughty Clemency. 

[31? AuRELIAN* 

n i 'Lead on. . 

FULVIA. 

My Father— -T- 

Maximian. . ^ 
How th^t Name coipe^ o'er my Heai*t f 
She kneels and we^ps! Art thou fp wondrous good? 
Can'fl tboii forgive me, Fulvja j call me Father, ] 

And give me back thy Love ? Did not my R^ge 
Accufe thy Innocence, and blaft thy Fame ? 

^ . FuLVIA, 

It was Ambition's Rage ^ no more rememher'd. ,, 

But -even Ambitbn iball be fatisfied. 

Greatnefs ancj Powei=,;for ConstanJI^N? b^th fpoke it^^ 

Duty and Love, Ihall ^,^t upon your Age, 

*Till Time, with lenient-Hand, (ball lay it down 

^ F . lUr 



66 . C O N 8 T A -N T I H 1: ■ 

In honourable Death ; 'till Fame fhall crown 
Your Life, and that laft Hour with equal Glory. 

Maximiak. 
If Life could pais away in the Delight 
Of fondly gazing on thee j could th* Idea 
Of that full Sway, which aw'd the weftern Work^ 
Be ever from my Memory j could I forget 
I was an Emperor once, difpenflng Fame, 
Greatneis and Honors round me, then, perhap$y 
I might forget, I liv'd to be forgiven. 
And bovir'd me to the Power, that gave me Liii;. 

CoNSTANTINfi* 

It fhall not need 

Maximian. 

Indeed, my Lord, it fhall not. 
Maximian better fhall confiilt his Glory. 

Your Father, Sir, deposed me ; not by War^ 
By the fiur Fortune of th' embattled Field, 
Btttl^y his better Arts, ar^d i]dll in Treaties, 
Arts, which I boafled not ; but yet it jo/4 ' 
My gloomy Soul, to thiiik I fliould rq>ay them 
Witlj equsd Vengeance, ' tliettce my haughty Spirit 
Sloop'd to the Bafenefs of a nii^night Murder. 
You now wo^d ^ve n>e Lifel-to crpwn that Gif; 
An honourable Share of Power and Greatneis, 

Now mark a Generoflty above tt|ee \ 

^ ' ■ ' It 

Take from this Hand th* unrivalM Throne of Power» 
The undivided Empire of the World, 

' [Stabf himftlf;, 
FqC Hiylaft Groan gives you the Univcrii. 

CoNSTANTlNfi. 

Oh ! FuLviA— but ril not infult thy Sorroii^, 
By taking Comfort to them. Yet remember, 

3 \Vh^ 



Vthy vrvme placed thus high ; not to exempt us 
Fntm human Woes, but that the World may leant 
A nobler Fortitude by our Example. 

To wake the Soul to Virtue, and impaif 
A wanner Spirit to the languid Heart, 
The Riffions were delign'd j but here behold 

{LffoiiHg Bad te tht Sttiuf, 
W^d.wheo ^ey R^?) byreafonuncontnwl'd. 
Left raind is the Ston&fs dcftru&ive Sway, 
JfigSk Guilt, Remor^, DfCpur, ai^Riun tauk their 
Way. 
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